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*TwAS stem adversity inspired my muse ; 
She tuned my harp, if toned, and woke the strings, 
Which oft have sung to me a cheering strain, 
When trouble nigh o'erwhehued. 
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ERRATA. 

Page 83, line 33, for can read car. 
Page 110, lines 9 and 10, read— 

" Till I hear glad voices singing. 
Echoing from the glassy sea." 

Page 170, line 10, for chosen read choicest. 
Page 240, line 11, for have read leave. 
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THE SEVEN DISPENSATIONS. 

I. THE ANTEDILUVIAN. II. THE PATRURCHAL. III. THE 
WILDERNESS. IV. THE TEMPLE. V. THE CHRISTIAN. 
VI. THE MILLENNIAL. VII. THE GLORY. 



I. 

THE ANTEDILUVIAN. 

The young sun shines on a world new-born, 
The radiance unstained of Time's earliest mom ; 
The fiat almighty hath sounded abroad, 
And the wilderness blooms at the word of the Lord ; 
Eden is present, unspoiled by the foe. 
And man walks erect in his innocence now ; 
His days pass in gladness : the garden is green ; 
And the sunshine of happiness smiles on the scene ; 
But, down in the darkness to which he was hurled, 
The tempter hath heard of this newly-built world ; 
And a conclave infernal mature a dark scheme 
To make its young tenants as guilty as them. 
Hark ! Hark ! a soft whisper, our parents are won, 
And Satan laughs loud at his empire begun ; 
The apple is gathered, the fence drawn aside. 
And sin stamps on Adam its impress of pride. 
Who speaks ? 'Tis the Lord at the cool of the day : 
Why, Adam, why run from your Maker away ? 

B 
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The glance of Omniscience perceives their retreat, 

And calls them to mark their seducer's defeat. 

Hear how the All-wise makes transgression's dark 

stream 
The wave to float vessels of mercy to Him ; 
Pronouncing meanwhile His unchangeable ban : 
A curse on the earth, and a woe on the man. 

Now banished they wander in deserts afar, 
Still cheered by the promise, their solacing star ; 
And soon our pleased mother lifts proudly her son : — 
'Tis the seed of the woman ; our exile is done ! 
Alas ! when increasing she smiles on a throng, 
She finds the same serpent her children among ; 
He fills with dark envy her firstborn, her Cain, 
And murder gloats glad o'er the blood bedewed plain ! 
Again from the cloud comes the voice of the Lord, 
And the man-killer trembles, an outcast abhorred ! 
Then hurrying away from the sycamore's shade. 
Where an innocent boy with youug Abel he played. 
While smiling, but sad, their kind parents looked on. 
Remembering their Eden, their happiness gone ; 
Far distant in some yet unvisited place 
He lives, the first sire of an infidel race. 

Soon, joying anew, Eve caresses her Seth, 
In whom her fair Abel seems wakened from death ; 
Descending from whom through the vista of years. 
To the eye of her faith their Redeemer appears. 
The promised Messiah, her Son, and her Lord, 
By whom the lost bliss shall be more than restored. 
Bright prospect ! the beauties of Paradise fade. 
Contrasted with glories which now are displayed ; 
They see a new Eden which firmly shall stand. 
Built high 'bove the reach of contingency's hand ; 
They see themselves heirs to a diadem now 
Vicissitude cannot remove from their brow ; 
Adorned with a holiness, Satan in vain 
May use all his efibrts to steal or to stain ; 
Secured by a covenant, planned by their God, 
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Subscribed by their Surety, and chartered with blood ; 
And looking to Him, in their forest-built fane, 
They come with their type of the Lamb to be slain ; 
Symbolical sacrifice, pleasing to Heaven, 
Whence promises free and profusely are given. 
Thus cheered by the prospects unfolded by faith. 
They fearless approach the dark river of death ; 
And calling around them their children, they tell 
How fleeting their standing ! how deeply they fell ! 
Exalting that Saviour, who bore in their room 
The weight of God's anger, — their perilous doom ! 

Put sin hath outgrown now his infantine years. 
And tall in the strength of his manhood appears ; 
He sways his wide sceptre the green earth around ; 
And none by the eye of Omniscience is found, 
None free from the loathsome corruption of sin. 
The length and the breadth of the broad world within. 
The kind admonitions so earnestly breathed. 
The gems of experience their parents bequeathed. 
Are now disregarded, remembered in vain. 
And the children of Seth join alliance with Cain ; 
The Lord is forgotten ; His altar despised ; 
And schemes of wild riot are daily devised. 
Go, make thee an ark ! God His mandate declares, 
And Noah, obedient, the structure prepares ; 
Safe sheltered he hears the long torrent begin. 
And earth, bathed in tears, weeps the havoc of sin ; 
The deluge of anger hurls life to its grave. 
And the Church in tbe ark floats alone on the wave. 



n. 

THE PATRIAECHAL. 

The dove hath returned with the olive leaf now, 
And the ark is reposing on Ararat's brow ; 
The door is unbarred; the world smiles as before; 
And the patriarch walks its green carpet once more 



4 TENDRILS. 

His earliest employment an altar to raise, 
And kneeling, his mighty Preserver to praise. 
Accepting the worship, God paints on the sky 
His pledge in the rainbow of fury gone by. 
Bat peopled afresh, soon rebellions again, 
His creatures engage in an enterprise vain : 
Tower piled upon tower, so immense they will rear. 
That no second deluge their children shall fear. 
God sees their devices unmoved on His throne, 
And showers a profusion of languages down ; 
Distraction exults o'er the multitude now. 
And anger sits lord on each passionate brow ; 
Till indignant dividing each seeks a retreat, 
And the Babel stands only a badge of defeat. 

A voice in the vineyards of Ur ! 'tis the Lord, 
And Abram is summoned to wander abroad ; 
** Go far from thy kindred, thy parents, thy home. 
And thou shalt indeed a great nation become ; 
My blessing on thee shall abundantly rest ; 
And in thee and thy seed shall all nations be blest." 
Long childless he waits, though old age on his brow 
Hath scattered its silvery blossomings now ; 
Still faithful beholding the period extend, 
And talking with God as a man with his friend. 
Despondent may Sarai devices invent ; 
Or laugh at the promise while hid in the tent : 
At the time pre-determined shall Isaac be bom, 
And the bond-woman's child shall be banished forlorn ! 
But now a new trial : — " Take Isaac thy son, — 
The offering on yonder green hill must be done — 
Whose brow shall sustain in its splendour and pride 
The future abode where My name shall reside, — 
Take Isaac, thy loved one, thy dearest, thy best, 
The child upon whom all the promises rest ; 
There build thee an altar, the sacrifice he. 
That all may the strength of thy confidence see." 
'Tis done : the fair boy on the altar is laid. 
And Abram undaunted prepares the sharp blade ; 
One glance to Jehovah, one struggle in prayer. 
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And a voice firom the sky utters loudly " Forbear ! 
Yonder ram, in the thicket entaogled, shall be 
A substitute victim accepted by Me." 
The promise is then more abundant renewed, 
And Christ and atonement in metaphor viewed. 

I stand on the summit of sepulchred years, 
And the scroll of past ages before me appears ; 
Like a grand panorama, distinct to my eye, 
The homes of the world's early fathers pass by ; 
I see the white tents under Mamre's tall oaks, 
And the wells where the maidens give drink to the 

flocks ; 
I see the rich vineyards, the green olive groves : 
And the hills which the swift-footed antelope loves. 
'Tis noon, and young Esau comes weary and worn : 
He hath coursed the gazelle since the first flush of 

morn; 
With hungry desire he sees the repast 
Bebekah's meek son is beginning to taste ; 
" Here, give me the dish : let the birthright be thine : ** 
And a moment transfers what a life shall repine. 
I see the grey father, half blind, on his couch, 
Deceived by his wife, and deceived in his touch. 
Endowing with blessings extended and free. 
The wily supplanter who bends at his knee. 
I see the stem hunter, returning too late. 
Shedding tears of remorse at his folly and fate ; 
While wandering for safety, self-exiled from home. 
To Jacob bright visions of blessedness come ; 
Heaven opening at Bethel, God visits the place, 
Brcnewing the gift of unmerited grace. 
I see him by Laban deceived in his turn : 
I see him with all his abundance return ; 
I see him at Jabbok, when trembling with fear 
At tidings that Esau revengeful was near ; 
I see in the moonlight the wrestler prevail, 
And fondly the brothers salute in the vale ; 
I see his tall sons with dark jealousy filled, 
Conspiring to murder his favourite child ; 
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I see the loved youth weeping bound in the cave ; 
I see him transferred at the price of a slave ; 
The cause of their hatred, the coveted coat, 
I see them embrue in the blood of a goat ; 
I see them relentless present to their sire. 
With fiction of slaughter, his Joseph's attire ; 
And hear the lament, the loud language of grief, 
Which spumed consolation and mocked at relief. 

In the marble pavilions of Ham, I behold, 
Like a monarch, the youth who was purchased and 

sold; 
Dispensing his mandates, inspired from above, 
From Egypt the horrors of want to remove. 
I see when pale famine reigns scowling and dread. 
The sons of his father consulting for bread ; 
I see them obsequious his vision fulfil ; 
I hear the stern questions his love to conceal ; 
Which bursting restraint when the youngest appears, 
Shows the Regent of Egypt dissolving in tears. 
But Joseph forgotten, and now on the throne, 
A Pharaoh to whom all his skill was unknown ; 
The children of Israel in Groshen increased, 
Awakened suspicion in jealousy's breast. 
The mandate is published : their children destroy ; 
No fond Hebrew mother shall smile on her boy ; 
And the people, let taskmasters cause them as slaves 
For Egypt's great kings to rear pyramid graves. 



III. 

THE WILDERNESS. 

The sighs of His Israel from Groshen arise, 
The voice of oppression ascends to the skies ; 
Now, now, saith Jehovah, My arm I will bare, 
And Israel shall see that I listen to prayer. 
Go, Grabriel ! and Amram's young infant conceal : 
My vengeance on Egypt by him I'll reveal. 
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Obedient the seraph to Memphis descends, 

And Pharaoh's own daughter young Moses befriends; 

But royalty's glitter^ its pomp, and its show. 

Cannot make him his purpose forget or forego. 

He sees an Egyptian an Hebrew oppress. 

And instant his arm is upraised to redress ; 

Then fearful for safety to Midian retires, 

And wisdom to fill his high mission acquires. 

A wonder is done at the scarlet wave. 
And Israel is taught that the Lord can save ; 
The prophet admonishes Pharaoh no more : 
Ten times have God's judgments admonished before ; 
Ten times hath in Memphis the mystical rod. 
Calamitous warnings, brought horrors from God ; 
Ten times hath reluctant permission been given ; 
Ten times hath the king braved the fury of heaven. 
They have journeyed to Etham, when hardened anew 
The king with his army resolves to pursue ; 
His chariots o'ertake them, they tremble for fear : 
Loud threatening the monarch is close on their rear ; 
High hills on each side, and before them the sea ; 
Lord ! none can now save Thy poor Israel but Thee ! 
Jehovah hath spoken : the billows divide. 
And suddenly build crystal walls on each side ; 
And as suddenly, when the loved tribes have passed 

through, 
Bietuming engulf the vast host of the foe ! 

Say, Lord, when delivered from bondage and fear. 
When rescued from Egypt, with Canaan so near. 
Why ledd'st Thou Thy people the wilderness road ? 
Oh, why was the desert selected by God ? 
Why crown not the foreheads, now flushed with delight, 
With the promised possession so nearly in sight ? 
Why give not at once the free sceptre to those 
Who are shouting hosannas o'er God-conquered foes ? 
'Tis well ; in their history. Saviour, I see 
The way Thou hast led and art still leading me. 
Like them in captivity, darkness, distress, 
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With sin, a hard taskmaster, told to oppress, 

In slavery worse than Egyptian I dwelt, 

In love with my chains, and enamoured with guilt ; 

Till a tempest distarhed my monotonous night. 

And my eyes lost the scales which perverted their sight. 

Strange scenes passed around me of sorrow and care. 

And the world I had loved seemed the home of despair. 

Oppression rode o'er me, and mocked at my grief ; 

With none to dehver, God sent me relief. 

I, ransomed, stood praising, and saw the wild sea 

Engulf my oppressors, and harmless pass me ; 

Then grateful I bowed me, then uttered the vow, 

God shall be my God who protected me now ! 

And I thought when thus rescued He taught me to 

kneel, 
At once He would all His rich mercy reveal. 

Alas ! like the Hebrews, a desert I tread ; 
Lord ! shew me that I like the Hebrews am led ! 
Let the pillar of cloud, and the column of fire. 
With a sense of Thy presence my courage inspire ! 
With the dew of each morning the manna bestow ! 
Let the rock always follow, — its streams always flow ! 
And when, like old Amalek, enemies fight. 
When Balaams endeavour my doom to indite ; 
Almighty ! protect me, and make them express, 
Though fain they would hurt me, Thy purpose to bless ! 
And while in the wilderness. Saviour ! I roam, 
While wilderness discipline fits me for home ; 
While wilderness sorrows awaken the sigh, 
Lord ! wilderness mercies abundant supply ! 
When some bitter Marah sheds waters of strife. 
Lord ! sweeten the stream with the promise of life ! 
When sin, the foul serpent, doth venomous bite, 
Display Thy red cross, and encourage my sight ! 
When pale unbelief whispers doubts about home. 
And scares with forebodings of perils to come ; 
Let faith, like young Caleb, bring clusters to prove 
The truth of Thy promise, the wealth of Thy love ! 
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IV. 

THE TEMPLE. 

The desert is traversed, the Jordan is passed, 
And Canaan's ripe vineyards are entered at last ; 
The foe is all conquered, and high in the hall 
The crimsoned escutcheons are hung on the wall ; 
The sword and the spear from their purpose estranged 
Are now into ploughshares and pruning- hooks changed; 
And under their fig-trees the people repose, 
Forgetful of battles and wilderness woes. 

Alas ! like a brook which no changes renew, 
Turns rank to the taste, and corrupt to the view, 
So Israel in sunshine grows haughty and vain. 
Scorns God, and embraces foul idols again. 
But merciful still, like a wind to revive, 
G-od stirs up new foes to keep Israel alive ; 
Prom every fresh foe, when their work was fulfilled. 
Providing fit champions to rescue His child. 
Thus Ainalek, Moab, and Ammon assail ; 
Thus Othniel, and Ehud, and Jephthah prevail ; 
Thus Jabin with chariots may seek to dismay, 
And Sisera marshal the countless array ; 
The stars in their courses 'gainst Jabin shall fight. 
And a woman the invincible chieftain shall smite. 
Thus Midian to scourge them may long time annoy ; 
But Gideon's weak handful their throngs shall destroy. 
Philistia, so often commissioned to brave. 
As often shall drink retribution's dark wave. 
Delilah deceitful may Samson betray : 
Their prisoner shall fill the wide land with dismay ; 
Self -sacrificed, more at his death shall o'erthrow 
Than the myriads which during his life he laid low ! 

Almighty ! when musing how Israel was led 
The typical pathway Thy children now tread ; 
When I read of their battles, rebellions, and sin, 
Stem foes all around them, and traitors within ; 
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Zion's pilgrimage drawn in clear outline I trace, 
And I thmk — more tlian yet I can fitly express ! 

'Tis evening : reclined 'neath a sycamore tree, 
In calm contemplation young David I see ; 
While round him his fleecy companions repose, 
His breast with devotion and ecstasy glows. 
Hark ! now his full voice, floating soft on the air : 
He mingles rich praise with the language of prayer. 
But swift o'er the meadow from Bethlehem hath come 
A messenger, calling the shepherd boy home ; 
For Samuel the prophet, in Jesse's abode. 
Awaits to fulfil the commission of God. 
All Jesse's tall sons hath the prophet beheld, 
Yet the oil of anointing still tarries unspilled ; 
But when the young minstrel came in from the fold, 
Saith the prophet, The chosen of Grod I behold. 

But though thus anointed God's recognised king. 
Time many dark sorrows must shake from its wing 
Ere David enthroned the wide sceptre shall sway, 
Ere Israel their monarch shall own and obey. 
The stripling must first kill the giant of Gath, 
Thus wakening in Saul bitter envy and wrath ; 
Long hunted, Judsea's caves, deserts, and hills. 
Shall witness the fear David's bosom oft fills. 
But vain every obstacle ; Saul strives in vain ; 
In the hour pre-determined young David shall reign. 
And when unmolested, the promise fulfilled, 
He shall make preparation a Temple to build. 
'Twas well the intent, but a hand stained with blood 
May not build up an edifice sacred to God ; 
An employment reserved for a monarch of peace : 
And Solomon, thou hadst the honour of this. 

'Twas a morning of glory, an hour of delight, 
When the Temple completed first gladdened the sight, 
When in marble magnificence, stainless and high. 
Like a hill clad in snow-wreaths all fresh from the sky. 
It sparkled in sunshine, fit emblem to be 
Of the incarnate abode of the Deity. 
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World ! all the bright scenes of thy splendour and bliss, 

Insignificant dwindle when likened to this : 

A nation assembles, hosannas to raise ; 

A nation unites in petitions and praise. 

I see the glad footsteps Moriah ascending, 

I hear the loud anthems of multitudes blending ; 

And high in the midst, in the posture of prayer, 

I see royal Solomon suppliant there ! 

Sublime adoration ! his words pierce the sky. 

And gain from Jehovah an instant reply ; 

A lavish abundance of blessings was given, — 

Oh, surely that day was a foretaste of heaven ! 



V. 

THE CHRISTIAN. 

'Tis midnight ; the landscape is silent as death, 

And the night- wind moves gently restraining its breath; 

Nought breaks on the whispers which wonder confess ; 

While astonished, her sages grey science address. 

With tube philosophic the skies while exploring. 

They behold a new star, and behold it adoring. 

Its beamings they trace to an humble abode. 

And with gifts and oblations acknowledge the God. 

Meantime at Ephratah, while tending their fold, 

Strange sounds and strange scenes the awed shepherds 

behold. 
The sky its gemmed mantle of sable flings by, 
And a throng of bright angels descend from on high. 
Hark ! loud they come singing in accents of joy. 
And Redemption's fruition their voices employ. 

Oh, surely when thus from His glory above 
Christ came to accomplish His mission of love ; 
When descending to suffer privation and pain, 
That His people might realize favour again ; 
His advent would wake the wide world into joy. 
And in glad preparation all people employ. 
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Alas ! for the Saviour no shelter was found : 
His birthplace, a stable ; His cradle, the ground ! 
And ere the youDg mother's first smile had passed by, 
Persecution compelled them that refuge to fly ; 
And thus grew His youth as His childhood begun, 
Veiled in the mean garb of a carpenter's son. 
And when to the nations Messiah confest, 
No splendours of this worM the Saviour invest ; 
The Man still of sorrows, companion with those 
Acquainted with troubles, afflictions, and woes ; 
And He dies, after torture, and anguish, and scorn, 
A mocked malefactor ! a victim forlorn ! 

Immanuel! Thou cam'st not the world's painted show. 
Its pageantries, pleasures, or follies to know ; 
Thou cam'st not to punish, to conquer, to awe, 
In vengeance to visit for breaking Thy law ; 
Thou cam'st in compassion for sin to atone : 
God's law to fulfil, and God's love to make known. 
But though thus obscure Thou didst sojourn while 

here. 
Some beams of Thy glory would often appear : 
The sick were restored, the possessed were set free ; 
Death trembling gave back its pale victims to Thee. 
Thy word stilled the storm when its fury was high ; 
Thy word brought new light to the lustreless eye ; 
And when in Thine agony, nailed on the tree, 
The affrighted earth owned its Creator in Thee ! 

The Lord hath ascended, hath vanquished the grave ! 
And realized now is the promise He gave. 
The Comforter present in likeness of fire. 
With suitable gifts doth Apostles inspire ; 
Victorious they publish their crucified Lord, 
And multitudes called own the power of the word. 
What though racks and dungeons, and torture, and 

death. 
Loud threatening, attend their confessions of faith ! 
The Saviour's bright smile makes the dungeon a heaven, 
And strength to endure is abundantly given. 
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The stake and the gibbet, the rack and the rod : — 
What are they but chariots to bear them to God ! 

Thus prosperous, the tempter, who vainly had tried 
The gospel to stem in the strength of its tide, 
Now changes his plans ; persecution no more 
Malignant strides earth, clad in garments of gore ; 
Now kings become converts, and princes profess, 
And the cross, boasted symbol, embroiders the dress ; 
Priests now become lords ; and the gospel ashamed, 
Kecedes from the pomp where its forms are proclaimed : 
Recedes from the purple and lawn-covered throng, 
To communion with God in the vales of Piedmont. 

In a morbid repose the world's continents lie, 
And error's dark veil is drawn over the sky ; 
Religion walks stumbling, like one in a dream. 
And lends her fair name to each bloodthirsty scheme ; 
Twin fiends, superstition and bigotry, dwell 
And practise on earth the inventions of hell ; 
Anathemas, like an incubus, confined 
The volitions of soul and aspirings of mind ; 
While torture malicious sits fierce in its cave. 
Devising new pangs to keep thought in its grave. 

Sweet Isle of the Ocean ! the first to awake, 
I see thee thy bondage arising to break ! 
Hail, Wyclifie ! thy name o'er the land of my birth 
Sheds a lustre which makes thee the boast of the earth ! 
First soldier who blew at Rome's citadel door 
A dauntless defiance, precursor of more ; 
Proclaiming the spots on faith's countenance fair 
Defilements encrusted by heresy there. 
Hail, Luther ! who tore the black curtain aside, 
Exposing the horrors of Vatican pride ; 
Who brushed off the cobwebs that shrouded the word, 
And gave to the nations the Book of the Lord. 
Hail, Calvin ! divinely inspired to retrape 
The doctrines of truth in the gospel of grace ; 
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Great names, which like gems on the forehead of time 
Shine always refulgent with lustre sublime. 

The fathers ! where are they ? the prophets ! say where ? 
Zion's watch-towers now have few sentinels there ! 
The array of bright stars which her firmament cheered : 
Her brave men, her mighty, have all disappeared ; 
And now in our Sardis the faithful are seen. 
Like grapes when the vintage is passed, far between ! 
Forgetful of all the red horrors which gave 
Our martyred forefathers a premature grave ! 
Pretending a change hath passed over her name, 
Who proudly asserts an infallible. claim ; 
Our great men, our rich men, our learned unite 
To enwrap us again in papistical night ; 
While Babylon glares from her conclave at Borne, 
Impatient till England again be her home. 



VI. 

THE MILLENNIAL. 

I LAUNCH on the swell of futurity's stream, 

And steer by the guidance of Prophecy's beam ; 

There, plainly developed, a gushing of light, 

'Tis promised, shall break on the gloom of the night ; 

Like a meteor flash, like a falling star. 

Shall descend the swift roll of the Victor's car ; 

The nations shall see it and tremble for fear, 

While the saints shout, Our King, our Bedeemer is near ! 

Then, Judah, thy glories shall flourish again. 

And thy children no more be despised amongst men ; 

The curse shall be torn from thy forehead away, 

And a nation unnumbered be bom in a day ; 

The heathen shall then to the Saviour be given, 

And earth bloom once more Hke the borders of heaven. 

Thought ! fold up thy pinions, thy flight is too wide ; 
And Spirit Eternal ! Thy suppliant guide : 
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Enlighten and strengthen, and let me behold 
The records of visions of prophets nnroUed ; 
Let me view what in metaphor Daniel portrayed ; 
Let me learn what Ezekiel symbolical said ; 
What raptured Isaiah speaks in accents of fire, 
And what their companions Thyself didst inspire ; 
What John in his solitude blissful beheld, 
The grand panorama which prophets excelled. 
When bright on the cloud, with a pencil of flame. 
Thou didst picture the glories of God and the Lamb. 

The times and the seasons Jehovah retains. 
The archives of heaven bhe secret maintains ; 
But didst Thou not. Lord, in creation's first plan 
Develop Thy chief dispensations to man ? 
In the six days to labour Thy wisdom assigned 
(A day and a thousand years one in Thy mind), 
Lord ! didst Thou not thus Thy full purpose declare 
The world should pass through six long ages of care ? 
And dost Thou not in the seventh day of repose, 
A period all holy and fragrant disclose ; 
When freed from the blight and the bondage of sin. 
Thy world a sabbatical year shall begin ? 

'Tis the season long looked-for, the prophesied day, 
When the Lord shall His visible kingdom display ; 
When Satan, tied down with a ponderous chain. 
Not now with foul breath shall the universe stain ; 
When holiness, long-absent exile, restored. 
Shall pave with glad praises the way of the Lord ; 
When peace o*er the nations the olive shall wave. 
And religion exult over bigotry's grave ; 
When plenty shall walk through the length of the land, 
And harvests spring ripe at her joyous command ; 
When love, as in Eden, shall garland the bowers. 
And fill with more perfume the fields and the flowers. 
Hail ! period of happiness, moment of bliss f 
The worn-out world longs for refreshment like this. 
Fatigued with the load of transgressions sustained, 
With her children's iniquities wearied and pained, 
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Earth, like a tired courser, looks often and long 
For the season of rest, and of triumph and song ; 
And still 'neath defilements encrusting her face, 
Recollecting her birthtime of beauty and grace. 
She pants for the day when Messiah shall come, 
Restoring yet fairer creation's first bloom. 

I stand on the threshold, I dare not intrude ; 
What language may picture the kingdom of God ! 
When Christ, the Redeemer, a servant no more. 
Shall reign in His grandeur o'er ocean and shore ; 
When circling His throne, with the saints of gone days, 
Earth's nations shall all shout hosannas of praise ; 
No discord, no sin, no temptation, no pain, 
The grand hallelujah to weaken or stain. 

Saints ! pray for the day of His coming, the day 
When your Lord shall His firstfruits of glory display ; 
When forth from their paradise swelling His train, 
Tour sepulchred brethren shall visit again 
The world then restored, and Millennium's long day. 
As kings and as priests, righteous sceptres shall sway. 
Then will our Immanuel with laurels adorn 
The brows, for His sake, that knew anguish and scorn ; 
Then clothe with white raiment, and nearest His own, 
The martyrs who bled for His cause will enthrone ; 
Acknowledge as given to Himself, and restore 
Sevenfold, the donations bestowed on His poor. 
Astonished will multitudes hear Him proclaim 
Deeds long unremembered, performed in His name ; 
And thousands, now lightly esteemed, from the Lord 
Will then be the foremost in gaining reward. 

Millennium hath ceased, and the manacle strong. 
Which bound the destroyer so fast and so long. 
Corroding, restores him to freedom again : 
And bursting with envy, with malice, and pain, 
He marshals his forces, determined once more 
His prostrate dominion to strive to restore ; 
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Once more with his Maker to measure liis sword, 

And to drink yet more deeply the wrath of the Lord. 

First, over the nations, a poisonous tide, 

He breathes a wide torrent of infidel pride ; 

B;ebellion and anarchy, fury and war. 

Enlist the mad peoples to follow his car ; 

And with myriads attended, a monarch again, 

Armageddon re-echoes his challenge profane ! 

'Tis heard, and 'tis answered : indignant and strong, 

ImmanneFs war-chariots come dashing along ; 

Storms, thunders, and lightnings their progress sncceed, 

And Satan now feels himself puny indeed. 

'Tis past ! like a whirlwind the Conqueror sped. 

And the path of His chariots was gory and red ! 

No might could resist Him, and there where He fought, 

He commanded His dread judgment throne to be 

brought ; 
Then joyous surround Him, in rapture and light. 
His Church, His redeemed, in their raiment of white ; 
The books are now opened, and witnesses there, 
His love they extol, and His justice declare ; 
The rest then approach Him, and trembling, and pale, 
Before that tribunal remorseful bewail ! 
In vain His scorned mercy they supplicate now : 
Indignation unyielding is stamped on His brow ! 
And, plunged in their prison of horrors and flame, 
They add to their pains by blaspheming the Lamb ! 



YII. 
THE GLORY. 

The summer is ended, the harvest is done, 
The battle is fought, and the laurel- wreath won ; 
In their glory-pavilion the soldiers repose, 
And the rest that is pleasant the labourer knows ; 
Time, weary and worn, on its death-pillow rests. 
And earth seems a mansion forsaken of guests. 

c 
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Lisping infancy's loveliness now is not there ; 

No childhood's loud laugh now glad bosoms declare ; 

No youths their wild sports now all ardent pursue ; 

No manhood plods now how shall riches accrue ; 

No more in earth's cities the merchants are seen ; 

No more theii' white sails on the watery green ; 

No battle-field now lures the vulture from far, — 

There are none now to quarrel, and none now to war ; 

No herds in the meadows, no flocks on the hill : 

No songsters the grove with their melodies fill. 

All nature is lifeless ; creation all dead ! 

The broken sun mourns its warm brilliancy fled ; 

And forth from its hiding-place Chaos comes now, 

With confusion's regalia decking his brow ; 

Expecting once more to renew his long reign, 

In darkness and loneliness dwelling again ; 

But no more, never more ; for the world, though so base, 

Having once been the home of the children of grace ; 

Having nourished and sheltered the chosen of God, 

May no more be for Chaos the dreary abode ; 

May no more, all deserted, a blot in the sky, • 

Disturb in his journeys some cherub's bright eye. 

See, from its own bowels, flames vivid awake, 

And crackling all round its circumference break ; 

They bum from its forehead its shame and its sin, 

And again it is lovely, again it is green ; 

And now in the firmament, pendent and fair, 

'Tis a bower for celestials to stay themselves there, 

When, in their excursions of rapture and love, 

They rove in their glory the regions above. 

Faith ! mount on the pinions of sanctified thought, 
To the lofty abode where our God holds His court ! 
Gaze round the bright myriads which circle the throne. 
Who wear the white robe, and possess the white stone ; 
Their glory, their rapture, their splendour behold ; 
Their harps, and their crowns, and their mansions of 

gold; 
And think — 'tis indeed an astonishing thought ! 
That all these pure throngs without wrinkle or spot. 
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Once journeyed like you in the desert below ; 

Once desert privations and buffetings knew ; 

Once groaned 'neatb the weight of oppression and sin ; 

Confessed themselves helpless, depraved, and unclean ; 

And estimate then the vast wisdom and love 

Which guarded them here, and which bore them above; 

Uplifting them high o'er temptations and care, 

This wonderful heritage freely to share ; 

Which washed all alike in the fountain of blood, 

And made all alike kings and priests unto God. 

There Magdalen shines from impurity free ; 

Manasseh's red crimes not a seraph can see ; 

The thief who repented, with death on his brow. 

Is pure as an infant, and innocent now ; 

Paul, now side by side with the martyr he stoned. 

There joins in hosannas to Him who atoned ; 

Samaria's frail daughter, redeemed by His blood. 

There stands chaste as Mary, who nurtured her God ; 

There prophets and patriarchs, thieves and profane. 

Unite in one song to the Lamb that was slain ; 

Extolling alike that distinguishing love 

Which unmerited gave them their glory above. 

And what is their glory ? no tongue can express, 
No thought can conceive, and no language can guess. 
The favoured Apostle who climbed the abode, 
In vision beholding the presence of God, 
Was like a weak child on the broad ocean's shore. 
Unable to fathom, describe, or explore ! 
And lisping expressions of wonder and awe, 
Gr&Ye up the endeavour to tell what he saw ! 

My soul ! more important the question be thine. 
In these glory-pavilions dost thou hope to shine ? 
When past the few years of thy pilgrimage here. 
When approaching the swellings of Jordan appear ; 
When death pales thy forehead, and languid and weak 
The tongue can scarce whisper the wants it would speak ; 
Will prospects of Canaan thy spirit delight ? 
Will visions of glory encourage thy sight ? 
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Will Jesns be then very present to aid ? 

Canst then think of thy death-scene and not be afraid ? 

Retire 'neath thy fig-tree, and whilst thou dost mnse, 

May the Comforter give thee encouraging views 

Of thyself, thy lost state, thy salvation, thy Lord, 

And seal on thy heart some establishing word ; 

Some promise of guidance, protection, supply ; 

Some sight of thy Jesus enthroned in the sky ; 

Now pleading /or thee His rich merits and blood, 

And obtaining /or thee full acceptance with God. 

Then confident, thou, in the wilderness still, 
Mayest sing the same song which they sing on the hill ; 
Attuning thy harp in the valleys below. 
To the same noble anthem the glorified know : 
And beginning on earth the hosannas of love. 
Which the justified sing in the mansions above. 



THE LAMP OF THE LOED'S ANOINTED, 

Psalm oxxzii. 17. 

Harp of my happiest moments ! which hast oft 
In sorrowing seasons, and in days of care. 
Diffused a cheerful calm and confidence; 
Once more I wake thy chords ; a humble theme, 
Fain would I celebrate : I sing a Lamp ! 

Hail to the Lord's Anointed ! David's Son 
And David's Saviour ! adumbrated thus, 
I sing Thy glorious gospel ; Thou its light : 
A light to illuminate the Grentile world. 
And be the glory of thine Israel ! 

When, with omniscient eye, Jehovah saw, 
Ere yet He formed him, that the man He made 
Would plunge himself in darkness, He prepared. 
To lead him back to light and liveliness. 
This lamp, all wonderful, whose pristine ray 
Broke the dense darkness of the garden gloom. 
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Spanning sin's earliest act witli promise beams 

Of Satan's overthrow and sin atoned. 

Darkly it shone in patriarchal times 

Amid the general baseness, yielding still 

Its gentle lustre, hovering o'er the lamb 

The world's grey fathers sacrificed, and thence 

Drawing true gospel nutriment for faith. 

Hark to the gush of waters ! sin, full grown, 

Hath overfilled the chalice of man's guilt : 

And God, long merciful, to justice yields ! 

The world's green fields, and her delightful groves, 

Her valleys and her hills, and all that knew 

Life and activity and loveliness, 

Are plunged 'neath one vast deluge ; and alone, 

Riding the world of waters, is an ark. 

Pendent from whose dun ceiling hangs this lamp, 

Source of encouragement and light and life 

To Noah and his qhildren sheltered there. 

Behold earth's second birthday ! Young and glad, 
She wears her emerald mantle, and once more 
Smiles in the sunshine, while expanding broad 
In rainbow foliage, 'tis the gospel lamp 
Grilds the transparent cloud with promises. 
Sin also lives ! the delage hath not washed 
The ebon stain from the surviving few. 
And propagation propagates the bane ; 
But still the lamp survives, and moving slow 
Between the slaughtered victims, in a dream, 
'Mid horror of great darkness, brilliant shines. 
Revealing future things to Abraham ! 
Beneath its ray would Isaac frequently 
At evening meditate. *Twas by its light 
Jacob at Bethel saw the steps to heaven, 
And wrestling, conquered God at Penuel ! 
'Twas its reflection gave in Egypt's prison 
The interpretation of the Egyptian dreams ; 
Thus raising Joseph to an eminence 
To save his father and his father's house. 
By this they read when sore fatigued with work. 
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The certain promise of deliverance nigh ; 
'Twas this shewed Moses that terrestrial things 
Have in their core a canker, and taught him 
To choose the cross in preference to the crown ; 
'Twas this, within the clond, by day, by night, 
Gave different aspect to its friends and foes, 
And this led Joshua on to victory. 
Bearers of this, the prophets and the seers. 
In mystic language read of coming things. 
And told approaching wonders ; dark at first. 
Expanding still, until, in language plain. 
The Baptist published that the Light of Life, 
Confined not now in type or metaphor, 
"Was in the world to renovate and heal. 

Alas, for nature's blindness ! Light itself 
Came from its native heaven to dissipate 
Sin*s moral darkness, but besotted man 
Shut both his eyes, and groping madly blind, 
Sought to extinguish even Light itself ! 
Calvary can tell the tale, and Olivet, 
From which ascending to its glorious home. 
Light left the lamp, illumed with brighter beam. 
And charged with wider mission ; Shine, it said. 
Beginning at Jerusalem, telling then 
To every creature and in every land 
That every soul believing shall be saved. 
And what shall he believe ? This wondrous lamp 
Develops fully, plainly. *Tis a cord 
Threefold : of doctrines, precepts, promises. 
The doctrines, fundamental, are but few, 
And, till encrusted by inventions foul, 
Seen easily ; the precepts, such as yield 
In their performance highest happiness : 
Faith to believe, and strength commensurate 
To walk becoming, and to persevere. 
The promise, like a rich capacious vase. 
Holds in its ample bosom. And this lamp 
Has yet another virtue ; it can send 
Its light far forward, and prospectively 
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Depicturing future years and scenes, describe 
The history of the world and of the Church 
Until that day, when in decrepitude, 
Time breathes its latest sigh, and, worn out, dies. 

This is the lamp whose excellence I sing ! 
Confined no longer to one family, 
One lineage, or one land ; its brilliancy 
Is free to all, of every name and clime, 
All colours and complexions ; not more free 
The air we breathe than is its precious light. 

'Tis equally enduring : other lights 
May fade, may glimmer, may at last expire, 
But this is always vigorous, always bright. 
Requiring neither trimming nor supply ; 
Hail, wondrous lamp ! none like thee can be found. 
In this inventive age, inventive man 
With all his capabflities may strive 
As his forefathers did, and peril all 
By following meteor lights instead of this. 
The only lamp ordained of Him who saith 
By His own honoured servant, He who tells 
Of any other lamp, although he be 
Heaven's highest angel, let him be accursed ! 

Oh, 'tis a terrible and dangerous deed 
To scorn this heavenly blessing ! Asia once 
Held seven fair cities, which in happy pride 
Smiled in the light it gave. Where are they now ? 
They substituted other flickering flames. 
And He who walks amid the candlesticks 
Indignantly removed His own bright light, 
Leaving them to their darkness, and they died ! 
Posterity 'mongst ruins, wondering, asks 
Where are the ancient cities ? and iu vain 
Painstaking travellers seek to point out where ! 

England ! my much loved country, and my home. 
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Within thy bounds, diffhsing life and health, 
Prosperity and freedom, shines this lamp ! 
Oh, guard with jealous care this precious gift ! 
Let no unhallowed hand of civil power 
Or priestly arrogance its lustre dim ! 
Turn a deaf ear to all the idle tales 
Tradition or expedience may invent ! 
Think not Tractarian ornaments improve, 
Or Papal shades protect, the lamp of God ! 
Permit no statesmen to diminish it. 
To lock it up, to veil, or cover it. 
Or to companion with it other lights ! 
It stands by no means fixed. Discerning men 
Have thought they could behold it lifted up. 
And they have trembled lest the mighty One 
Who first ordained it, angry that His lamp 
Should thus be slighted and be thus despised, 
Was lifting it to bear to other lands. 
Leaving Britannia in her wretchedness. 
To weep, lament, lament and weep in vain ! 

And ye lamp bearers, ye ambassadors 
Of Grod to man, commissioned by Himself 
To lift it high and publish loud its worth, 
Fulfil your errand boldly, but beware 
Ye do not touch its light ! 'Tis not yours 
To snuff, to trim, to polish, or to mend ! 
Handle it not ; oh, take the caution kind. 
So that its light, reflecting on yourselves. 
May shew yourselves, your persons, or your minds. 
Your great abilities, or pleasing forms ! 
And shun, oh, if ye value your own souls, 
Shun taking it to market, selling it 
For people, parsonage, glebe, or dignity ! 
Carry it with clean hands ; and should ye be 
Blest in its light to shew but one poor soul 
His darkness and his danger, guiding him 
By its reflection to the Lord of life. 
Thrice happy man! thy work yields blissfulness, 
But its reward will be untellable ! 
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Ere I fold np my musings, oh my soul, 
Let me inquire, Hast thou beheld this lamp 
Rejoicing in its lustre ? 'Tis a point 
Soon known. He who ordained the lamp, 
Himself the Light, is equally Himself 
The great Illuminator. Hath the Holy Ghost 
Taught thee thy nature's darkness ? Have thine eyes, 
Unsealed by Him, discerned this glorious lamp, 
And, by its light reflected on the Cross, 
Beheld the only Saviour Jesus Christ ? 
He is the Lord's Anointed ! To His praise 
And for His glory was this lamp ordained. 
Oh, may its healing beams be sanctified, 
And Jesus Christ be precious unto thee ! 



THE COMING KING. 

** Whose goings forth have been from of old from everlasting.'* 

MiCAH V. 2. 

Thy noblest string, my harp, thy noblest string 

My theme demands, I sing the Ooming King ! 

He, who impelled by His own dateless love. 

Answered the inquiry in the courts above. 

When Godhead, ere His mandate to create, 

Foreviewing sin, resolved to renovate : 

" Whom shall I send, and who will go for Us ? 

Who bear for sinning man, sin's weighty curse ? 

And, gathering glory from a fallen race, 

Surprise the tempter with surprising grace ; 

Lifting from woe which all deserve to prove 

Unnumbered trophies of redeeming love ? " 

" Send Me ! " said accents from the middle throne ; 

" Lo ! here I wait to make Thy goodness known ; 

The traitor seraph, highest once of all. 

In hell malicious may invent the fall, 

On what is good his evil he may fling, 

But sin shall bow before the Coming King ! " 

*' Awake and sing, ye dwellers in the dust ! " 
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Prospectively exclaimed the Holy Ghost : 

" In Christ, like herbs refreshed, ye shall npspring, 

And I will herald Him, the Coming King,** 

Thus in nnseparated fountain flowed 

The ancient, free, and sovereign love of God ! 

Thus the mysterious One, the equal Three, 

Planned man's salvation in eternity ! 

Oh for the harp of Solomon to sing 
The joyful surveys of the Coming King, 
Whose glad delights were with the sons of men 
Ere earth was formed or felt the stain of sin. 
Before the clouds, before the world of streams. 
Before the lights of heaven dispensed their beams, 
Before the mountains reared their bulky height. 
Before the valleys smiled in young delight ; 
Then from the splendours of His ancient throne 
The Coming King beheld redemption done, 
Counted without regret the toils, the pain, 
And viewed His Church uprising free from stain ; 
His after-image by Omniscience viewed, 
His suffering progress and vicarious blood ; 
He saw Himself His Bride to glory bring, 
And glad rejoicings filled the Coming King ! 

Thus far the record ; secret things belong 
To God alone ; I may not fill my song 
With venturous thoughts of covenants signed and sealed. 
But covenant love is graciously revealed ; 
And when the fallen seraph, stained with sin, 
His own infection wickedly brought in ; 
Breathing a mildew over Eden's grove. 
Polluting thus the atmosphere of love ; 
When Satan gained the fairest form on earth 
To yield consenting to sin*s second birth; 
When in their degradation, sounding loud. 
Our fallen parents heard the voice of God; 
When trembling, fearing, they approached His face, 
They heard the earliest tidings of free grace ; 
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And Satan, baffled, found that all his ill 
Was circumvented by Omniscient skill. 

Attune thy strings, my harp, and humbly sing 
The adumbrations of the Coming King, 
From the glad moment when creation knew 
Her glad original she should renew; 
That sin*s foul encrustations all, one day. 
Should by the Coming King be swept away, 
And bright in pristine purity again 
Hail her Restorer's long millennial reign ! 

Spirit Jehovah ! filled with reverend awe. 
Let me contemplate Thee as harbinger ; 
Thy various work to make the Saviour known. 
By type, by prophecy, by wonders done ; 
Distinguishing a family, a race, 
Thus to display the sovereignty of grace ; 
External worker till the Pentecost, 
The inward witness then, the Holy Ghost ! 

Harp ! take a rapid sketch, a brief survey 
Of some who heralded by prophecy : — 
First- bom of prophets ! privileged to sing 
The coming splendours of the Coming King, 
Methinks I see thee at the evening hour. 
Walking with God in some delightful bower. 
In holy converse, learning heavenly things. 
Beheld complacent by the King of kings. 
— ^With his tall sons surrounded, faint in death 
The wrestling conqueror yield his parting breath ; 
Dividing blessings copious, lasting, free. 
Mingled with strains divine of prophecy. 
The coming Shiloh proved the Coming King 
By Judah's loss at last of everything. 
— The shepherd prince, Arabia's richest son. 
In health, in wealth, in children, all undone, 
'Mongst friends reproaching, and a taunting wife. 
Boldly maintains the confidence of life ; 
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. Exclaims prophetic : Though this body die 
Yet in my flesh, with an immortal eye, 
The latter day Redeemer I shall see, 
And know He stands npon the earth for me. 
— Inspired of God, against his will, to sing, 
The hireling prophet preached the Coming King ; 
Endeavouring curses, uttered blessings wide 
And published happiness to him denied. 
— Turn from the recreant ! tarn to Jesse's son, 
The monarch, minstrel, prophet, all in one. 
Exuberant in prophecy so plain 
That history seems the subject of his strain ; 
In his own triumph, in his own complaint. 
We view the Saviour and we love the saint. 
— Evangelist and prophet, who did sing 
The suffering sorrows of the Coming King 
So meltingly, so clearly, that the eye 
Of ignorance hath wept and known not why ; 
Ecstatic seer ! thy raptured page we see 
And call it gospel, more than prophecy. 
— Micah, 'twas thine the privilege to sinp: 
The honoured birthplace of the Coming King, 
— Hereditary prophet, thine to tell 
The price man fixed upon Immanuel ; 
'Twas thine to tell the estimate of blood. 
The purchase value of the Sou of God ! 
— Last of the elder prophets, latest seer. 
Who told that He should suddenly appear ; 
Thou didst *neath various titles, threatening sing 
The coming Baptist and the Cowing King, 
— Priest of the wilderness ! thou didst proclaim 
The Coming King, and then beheld the Lamb ; 
Baptized thy thousands in the mystic flood ; 
And then baptized the manifested God ! 

Now count the patriarchs in their long array. 
Who singly, feebly, faintly, did portray 
The several graces which the Prince of peace 
In full perfection did combined possess. 
Did innocence in Abel shine most clear ? 
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Did holy walk in Enoch most appear ? 
Was hope in Noah like a towering tree ? 
Did Abraham yield obedience fall and free ? 
Did Isaac love ? gave Joseph good for ill ? 
Was Moses meek ? Joshua invincible ? 
Was Samson strong ? did Solomon excel 
In wisdom and magnificence as well ? 
Faith through the record sees with vision clear 
A greater than the patriarchs sparkling here ! 

Contemplate some as in themselves a type, 
Foreshadowing each their coming Antitype. 
Was Adam federal head of all his race ? 
Jesns is Head of all the heirs of grace ! 
Did Aaron ofier incense, victims, blood ? 
Jesns is Altar, Offering, Priest and God ! 
Melchizedec the monarch-priest portrays 
The first beginning of eternal days : 
The Priest for ever, to whom all shall bend. 
The Monarch of a kingdom with no end. 

Bright type of Jesns, when the world was drowned 
His chosen in the ark salvation found ; 
To the tired wanderer, in his midnight dream 
The ladder vividly foreshadowed Him ; 
And in the wilderness His wandering race 
Saw Him prefigured in His acts of grace. 
The hungry saw Him in the bread from heaven, 
The thirsty in the rock by Moses riven. 
The serpent-bitten, by a look made whole, 
Viewed Him suspended on the mystic pole. 
And all along the desert, full in sight. 
The changeful pillar spake in cloud and light. 

Oh, who the lengthened catalogue can tell 
Of types, prefiguring our Immanuel, 
Within the Temple's consecrated fane ? 
Its priests, its services, its victims slain ; 
Itself a type emphatical and clear. 
The Coming King acknowledged it when here. 
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Its priests a type : their mnltitade expressed 
The aggregate of gifts Himself possessed. 
Its furniture, in hieroglyphics told 
The several virtues we in Christ behold. 
Its offerings, countless, constant, costly, pure. 
Prefigured that which always shall endure : 
The Lamb before the world's foundation slain, 
The Lamb once offered ne*er to bleed again ; 
Its service, rites, and festivals as well. 
Were dark foreshadowings of Immanuel ! 

But not enough, in type, by man or thing, 
Himself did manifest the Coming Kmg ! 
Behold Him with the wrestler at the brook ! 
Behold Him sitting under Ophrah*s oak ! 
Behold Him, with the lifted weapon bare. 
Captain of God*s own host assembled there ! 
Behold Him working wondrously, and now 
Ascending on the offering's fiery brow ! 
Behold Him to the heathen king's dismay, 
When the three faithful trod their scorching way. 
Behold Him, in the fiames companion found, 
Diffusing comfort, peace, and safety round ! 

Methinks I hear the enlightened Jew, whose eye. 
Faith -strengthened, pierced beyond the mystery : 
" I am surrounded," thus in pondering mood 
He speaks aloud, although in solitude ; 
** I am surrounded with mysterious things, 
On which upborne, as on an angel's wings, 
I climb to heights I else in vain explore, 
I hear glad tidings unperceived before ; 
I see our patriarchs in their lengthened line, 
I see my nation, priesthood, all combine, 
I see our sacrifices, altar, fane. 
Unite to make some opening mystery plain ; 
I see a type in all that I behold, 
I see some shadowy meanings all unfold ; 
They tell of sin, of sin I feel within ; 
They tell of coming righteousness brought in ; 
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They tell of loss, and of saperior gain ; 
They tell of intercourse with heaven made plain ; 
They tell the violated law of God ; 
They tell the value of a Saviour's blood ; 
They tell of earth in her defiling stain ; 
They tell the splendours of a coming reign ; 
O'er Eden lost hope's halcyon bow they fling, 
And publish joyously the Coming King ! 
Haste, long expected, o'er the mountains come, 
Messiah ! haste to Thine expecting home ! " 

Harp ! stay thy song, and for awhile repose 
Suspended where Siloam softly flows ; 
Fain would I wake thy strings to sound abroad 
Exalted theme ! The Manifested God! 



THE CHRISTIAN RACE. 

And is the Christian life, Lord, a race ? 

My soul would se.ek the glorious prize to gain ; 

Oh, let me not pursue, pursue in vain. 
And be, great God, a castaway from grace ! 
May a bright beam from Jesus' smiling face 

Point the true path which leads from earth to Thee ; 

And may my longing soul with ardour flee, 
Earnest to shelter in Thy kind embrace ! 
Far from Thee now, O Lord, my spirit strays. 

Careless, how careless, of eternal joys. 

Soon may the Spirit's stni but powerful voice 
Call me away from this low dwelling-place ; 
Joyous forsaking all earth's proudest boards, 
To be, oh blissful state ! to be the Lord's ! 
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LIFT THE VEIL. 
*' Lord ! that I may receive my sight ! " Luke xyiii. 41. 

Lift the veil, the shrouding veil, 

And let me, Father ! know 
The scheme, in all things ordered well. 

Hath ransomed me from woe ; 
That when pavilioned in Thy love, 

Thou undivided Three ! 
The covenant which can ne'er remove 

Included worthless me ! 

Lift the veil, the shrouding veil. 

And let me, Saviour ! see 
In saving Thine elect from hell 

That Thou hast saved me ! 
That when my bleeding Lord supplied 

A purple fount for sin. 
Recipient of the cleansing tide, 

Stern Justice saw me clean. 

Lift the veil, the shrouding veil. 

And Holy Spirit ! bring, 
Borne on a soul-reviving gale, 

A whisper from my King ; 
Oh, let me see Thou art my Guide 

My Teacher, Leader, Friend, 
Who hath of Jesus testified. 

And wilt unto the end. 

Lift the veil, the shrouding veil. 

And demonstrate, Great God ! 
That what seems now unfavourable 

Is working all for good ; 
That every cloud and tempest here. 

That every trial given. 
Are but to cleanse the atmosphere. 

And educate for Heaven. 
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Lift the veil, the shrouding veil, 

And let me likewise view 
The wheel Thou shewedst Ezekiel, 

And understand it too. 
Lord ! let me see my mean affairs 

Are managed all by Thee ; 
Let me, encircling worldly cares. 

Heaven's bow of promise see ! 

Lift the veil, the shrouding veil. 

And let what did entrance 
The pupil of Gamaliel 

Fill mine enraptured glance ; 
To the third heaven my faith would rise, 

Or do Thou bless me here ; 
My spirit craves realities. 

Lord ! pardon and appear ! 

Lift the veil, the shrouding veil. 

And let my strengthened sight 
See, towering on the heavenly hill. 

The homes of saints in light ; 
The streets of gold, the walls of gem. 

The living stream and tree ! 
Say, Lord ! the new Jerusalem 

Contains a home for me ! 

Lift the veil, the shrouding veil. 

And let there. Lord ! be shewn. 
The city's King : Immanuel i 

Bright on His gorgeous throne^ 
Lord, let me hear the tall concave, 

All quivering with Thy praise. 
Impatient then to cross the wave. 

And fresh hosannas raise ! 

Lift the veil, the shrouding veil, 
. Mortality! begone! 
And let the bliss of Gtibriel 
My rising soul adorn ! 
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Witfain the mfnps of earth ; 
Impreggf Telj he bode me shew 
The future homes where all must go, 

— ^The throne and penal fiame ; 
And, pointing' then to pardoning Uood, 
Proclaim the onlj waj to God 

Through Christ, the alanghtered Lamb. 
A smile was on the good man's l»ow. 
When kindly then he said, " Gro, now ; 

Go, messenger of love. 
And maj mj Lord success impart ; 
3Iajest thou arrest some sinner's heart. 

And turn his thoughts above ! " 
The old man, on recumbent knee. 
Then said, " I leave it now with Thee, 

Lord, and Thine the glory be ; 
Have, Saviour, who hast saved me ! " 

1 left that aged man, and never 

Have I since seen his face ; 
Say, hath he crossed death's dark, cold river, 
And reached his destined place ? 

JliH harp and his throne, 

Arjd his glittering crown, 
And h'lH Saviour's snule and kind embrace ? 
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THE OLD WORLDLING. 

The first witli whom I stayed to talk 

Was one of hoarj hairs, 
Of health decayed, and tottering walk, 

Absorbed in earthly cares. 
I said, " My friend, rememberest thou 

What Solomon inquired ? 
And if thy sonl wert called for now 

—This very night required, 
What were thy gold and treasure worth, 

What all thy broad domains ? 
Wealth will not shield thee, son of earth. 

From everlasting pains ! " 

He threw me down 

With an angry frown. 
But his grandchild caught me as I fell : 
And rightly they called him Samuel. 

SAMUEL. 

He heard me repeat with attentive ear 

The early call of the youthful seer; 

And I said, " God calls, though His voice is still ; 

He yet calls aloud from His heavenly hill." 
" Remember in thy spring- tide days 
To give thy great Creator praise. 
And seek while in the time of youth 
To walk the pleasant ways of truth.*' 

I said much more to the beauteous boy. 

And the seed was in good ground thrown ; 
The Lord of the harvest beheld my employ, 

And watered the seed that was sown. 
When all I could tell him was told, I said, 
'' Go, taste the streams at the fountain head. 
And, like young Timothy, be thou 

An early follower of thy Lord ; 
Binding the Scriptures to thy brow, 

Proficient in His holy word." 
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THE WIDOW. 

We parted, for he bade me cheer 

A widow just bereaved, 
To try and stay the frequent tear, 

For she had sorely grieved. 

I watched my opportunity, 

Then heaven's bright promise read : 

" Saith God, a husband I will be 
To those who mourn one dead. 

" I will regard the widow's prayer, 

Will hear the orphan's cry ; 
Special protection they shall share 

Beneath My guardian eye." 

The widow looked out from her morbid dream, 
And her eye seemed adorned with its usual besun ; 

And with melted heart and bended knee 
She sought the place of prayer. 

And He who wounded, even He 
Dispensed the balsam there. 
She had made the lost idol her heart's sole shrine ; 

God called him away to His heaven ; 
And now at the footstool of mercy Divine 

Her heart's purest incense was given. 



HER FATHER. 

Again I talked with an aged man, 

'Twas the widow's father, now 
He had urged assiduous every plan 

To mitigate her woe. 
But all in vain ; and now he saw, 

All suddenly and bright, 
A calm which made the clouds withdraw. 

And shed a cheerful light. 

His heart was melted, and a ray 
Like that which on its furious way 
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Made Sanl of Tarsns trembling stay, 
And all snbdned to Jesus pray, 

Shone in the old man's breast, 

And I became a cherished gaest. 

I said, " The summer is well-nigh gone, 

The harvest is nearly past ; 
Oh, haste, before thy last pulse is done, 

Ere the sand of life drop its last, 
On the knee of prayer the Saviour seek, 

He casts out none that come ; 
Ere the tempest of death blow loud and bleak 

Pray, pray for a sheltering home." 

He lived not long, but his last request. 

While he uttered praise to heaven, 
Besought that I, who had made him blest. 

Might to his son be given : 
His son, who had gone to Indian lands 

All suddenly rich to be — 
And the old man, lifting his withered hands. 

Said, " Tell him it comes from me ; 
And may my son, while he seeks for gold. 

And the empty bubble, fame, 
Be taught to prize most what its leaves unfold, 

And feel a diviner flame ! " 



THE SOLDIER. 

By the twice-bereaved, the fatherless 

And widow, I was sent ; 
And, wrapped in words of tenderness. 

Across the seas I went. 
I felt abashed when the soldier tore 

Her melting scroll in twain. 
Disdaining, as he glanced me o'er. 

To look at me again. 
He filled the wine cup oftener now. 

And long and madly quaffed ; 



^ 
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And his gay companions said the brow 
Which boasted a fearless heart below 
Should never the hue of paleness shew 

At the tales of priestly craft ; 
He said so too, and daantless seemed ; 
Bot sometimes, when by himself, he deemed 

That a father's voice he heard ; 
And the haughty warrior then wonld qnail, 
And the stem brow then it would grow pale, 
And the thought that it might not be all a tale 
Would sometimes then in his breast prevail, 

Till his former thoughts recurred. 
But the battle came ; and the booming gun 
Told many brave hearts their course was run. 
And although 'twas a glorious victory won. 
Death gained a prey in the old man's son ; 

Tet he lingered long in pain ; 

I ventured now to speak again. 
I told him how, for all His foes 
The Saviour sufifered, died, and rose 

To God, His Father's throne ; 
Sending the tidings far and wide. 
That all who would by faith confide. 
Believing in the Crucified, 
Should every battle storm outride. 

And ne'er be overthrown ; 
Should gain a lasting crown — should wear 
An amaranthine wreath, and share 

Unuttered joys above 

In the bright land of love. 

THE MISSIONARY. 

But soon unlooked-for aid came in, 
For Samuel, now to manhood grown. 
Had all aside ambition thrown. 
Heedless of this world's smile or frown ; 

And in the tents of sin. 
Wearing the missionary name. 
Now dauntless published Jesus' fame 
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Omnipotent to save ! 
God*s messenger in Indian lands, 
Eegardless of their golden sands, 

The gospel flag he reared ; 
And now, where havoc bared his sword, 
A peacef al servant of the Lord 

With mercy's news appeared ! 
Oh ! conld my tongne bnt half express 
His plea of earnest tenderness, 
Or how he prayed, besieging heaven, 
Till answer to that prayer was given. 
And all his wrestlings were repaid; 

Fop now, behold the soldier prayed ! 
And before he died, with a conqueror's faith 
He shonted a victory over death, 

A defiance to the grave. 
And trusting in Jesus' precious blood, 
And praising his own and his father's God, 

He crossed the border wave. 



THE TROPHY. 

I was the soldier's last bequest. 
And at the missionary's breast 

A loved deposit there : 
I go with him where'er he goes. 
And when he fights his Master's foes, 

I oft the battle share ; 
For when he narrates how himself was free. 
Exulting he often exhibits me 

To attentive listeners there. 
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THE FIRST HOUR IN HEAVEN. 

I DID not dream ; no trance passed o'er my mind j 
'Twas thought roamed widely, and my mental eyo, 
Unfettered, saw strange circumstance. 

Methopght I died ; 
I saw myself upon the bed of death ; 
My cheek was pale ; my pnlse beat scant) my breath 
Came thick and painfully ; slowly my tongae 
Told words of feebleness ; in tearfal guise 
Some stood around my couch, communing low, 
Whispering anon with one who promptly gave 
Opinion I should die : fit harbinger 
He seemed of the pale king's near coming ! 
I wept not ; nor did sorrow overmuch 
Methought perplex me ; ere that hour 
I thought I had beheld the Saviour mine ; 
Had tasted of His grace, and long time lived 
A pensioner of Jesus ; oft to Him 
Attendant angels took an earnest prayer. 
And from Him brought sweet messages to soothe. 
Thus cheered, I strove to comfort ; much I told 
Of my bright prospects opening. Would ye wish, 
I asked rebukingly, my longer stay 
When Christ invites to heaven ? Ye would not ! 
Friends, I believp you ! Banish then the tear ! 
Dim not the splendours of my crowning day ! 
Ye who knew Jesus, consolation take 
From me and fear not death ; may others strive 
Unceasingly to win the prize, denied 
To none who ask in faith ! 

The monarch of the border interposed, 
My end was near, and now more glorious scenes 
Were spread before me ; angels stooping now 
Came to my pillow ; as my vision closed 
On earth and all earth's loved ones, I beheld 
More clear celestial objects ; brokenly 
I uttered ecstasies ; my soul seemed now 
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Like an imprisoned bird who sees her home ; 
It struggled to be free ; this mortal cage 
Strove vainly to detain ; I barst its bars 
And gushed into new life ! 

Upspringing glad, 
I hailed heaven's convoy as a brother would, 
And thanked them for their welcoming ; hastily, 
For I beheld the car ; of finer gold 
Than earth's dim mines can boast of ; drawn by st.eeds 
Whose prance told heavenly origin ; shorter space 
Than an eye's twinkling saw me seated there ; 
The seraphs still were convoy, hovering round 
And praising my loved Lord ; the chariot swift 
Bounds through the azure, and before me now 
Stood the pearl portals of my Paradise, 
Unfolding ; for the sentinels, told of my coming, 
Had been long prepared, and had ofttimes gazed 
To mark my approach ; I knew the place ! 
The gates, the walls, the habitants, were all. 
As John in Patmos witnessing describes. 
Where is my Lord ? I asked, as from the car 
I leaped to the gold pavement ; Where my Lord, 
Who stooped from all this bliss, and suffered shame. 
And tasted hunger, thirst, and penury ; my Lord, 
Whom impious hands on Calvary crucified ; 
My Lord who thus redeemed me ? Seraphs, tell ! 
'Tis a bright heaven, but ere I stay to praise, 
Lead me to Jesus, my Immanuel, Him 
First I must praise, and strive, oh, that I could. 
To thank sufficiently ! The Father, where ? 
And where the Comforter ? Seraphs ! I would see 
The Trinity I worshipped ! What is that, 
Yon boundless sea of light ? Methinks within 
Uprising high, in shape a mighty throne. 
White as cash's ivory, I can almost see. 
And now thereon, One! see, He smiles, and now, 
Hark ! doth He speak to me P sweet seraph ! say ! 
Is that the God P He calls ! may I approach ? 
Yes, He is Jesus ! Seraphs ! 'tis my Lord ! 
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I bent before that light encircled throne, 
My sight all whelmed in wonder, and my ear 
Entranced to deafness, till, methoaght, ere long 
Strange might seemed gathering round my visual orbs. 
And power to hear came boundless. Guzing then, 
The God was present ; but I cannot tell 
All then niethought I witnessed. I beheld 
Heaven's Three distinct yet filling but one throne, 
Beheld and understood the mystery ! 
Jesus was there ! I knew Him by the wound 
Still &esh upon His side ; He wore the crown, 
The thorny coronet the soldier placed, 
But beaming now resplendent ; and the while 
He led me to the Father, and declared 
Me an elect one, His finger pointed there, 
And He seemed, I thought, highly to value it ; 
'Twas then, His hand upraised, I saw the rent 
Of the rough nail, and blushing when my eyes 
Turned downwards, there His mangled feet I 
'Twas then I felt the ponderous guUt of sin. 
Whose pardon asked such sacrifice ; and love 
To Father, Son, and Comforter rose high. 

The presentation passed, my Saviour turned 
To one, a seraph brighter than the rest. 
And bade him shew heaven's wonders, and explain. 
Pleased with the errand, Michael led my soul 
Round the celestial city. Much surprised 
I now first noticed that I walked arrayed, 
Like myriad others in that glory land. 
In a pure robe of whiteness ; and my brow 
Wore a strange halo circling like a crown. 
Onwards we walked, not as Earth's children do 
With movement tedious : but down the streets 
Gliding delightfully, till Michael paused 
At the broad entrance of an edifice. 
On which, in many coloured gems I read, 
" Heaven's Treasury ;" there were given the golden harp, 
The sandals, rings, and precious jewels worn 
By heaven's inhabitants ; he taught me how 
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To tune my harp symphoniously, and straight, 

To the white throne still present, from its strings 

I poured hosannas, wondering at my skill ! 

Then to the stream, the crystal stream of life. 

Whose source is 'neath the throne, he led me on. 

And pointing thence, he shewed the wondrous tree 

Bising majestic with its various fruits. 

These were the food of heaven, fed by which 

The spirits drank in immortality. 

And knew it came from God ! Michael told 

And reconciled these mysteries, and methought 

I understood all plainly, and as truth 

In each succeeding wonder filled my mind, 

I touched my harp and praised the Deity ! 

* * * * 

Still I was walking through the jasper streets 
Surveying heaven, when, envious of my joy. 
The world pushed in some dark unpleasantness. 
And called my thoughts to earth ! Oft diligent 
But vainly since I've sought ; it came no more ! 



SONNET. 

Lord ! Thou hast been our true and faithful Friend : 
When all forsook us. Thou wast ever near ; 
Thou didst in every time of trouble cheer. 

And sweet encouragement didst constant send ; 

Again, dependent at Thy throne we bend. 
And in an hour when tribulation storms. 
When troubles wear their most appalling forms. 

We pray that Thou wilt yet our souls defend ; 

That while our pathway 'neath these clouds may tend. 
Thou wilt, O Lord, protect, support and guide. 
And for each bounty, which Thou mayest provide. 

May grateful incense from our hearts ascend ! 
May we delight to render praises due. 
And do Thou, Lord, conduct us safely through ! 
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THE HARP OF SALVATION! 

Harp of the momiug stars, 

The white-robed angels fair, 
Who, when Jehovah drew the plan 
Of this fair dwelling-place of man, 
Did joyous all its progress scan. 
And, when completed, load began 
Time's first hosanna there ! 

Harp of the world's grey sires, 

Which, when the world was new. 
Mourning the blight of Eden's crime. 
O'er countless ages loved to climb. 
And sing in prophecy sublime 
His advent at the appointed time 
Whose power should all renew. 

Harp of the patriarchs old. 

The ancient shepherd kings, 
Who, gathering 'neath some fig-tree wide, 
'Mid children's children would preside. 
Narrating with the flush of pride 
Unquestioned proofs the Saviour Guide 
From their own lineage springs. 

Harp of the Hebrews faint. 

Who, when the task was done. 
At evening tide would oft retire, 
Communing round their brick-kiln fire, 
And feel their hopes again aspire 
As seemed the wished-for moment nigher 
Of liberty begun. 

Harp of the Hebrew maids. 

At Miriam's voice which woke, 
Flinging across the Egyptian sea 
A gush of rapturous minstrelsy, 
Proclaiming then the jubilee 
Of Israel, by the Lord made free 
From Pharaoh's heavy yoke. 
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Harp of the royal Bard, 

Type, Prophet, Minstrel, King, 
Who woke the songs of triumph glad. 
The plaint disconsolate, and sad, 
The prophecy in symbol clad. 
The experience varying, bright and bad, 

From its obedient string. 

Harp of the holy seers. 

Inspired to keep alive. 
In every cu^umstance and hour. 
The promise which, in Eden's bower, 
Like a refreshing snmmer shower 
Encouraged confidence to flower. 

And hope again to thrive. 

Harp of the captive Jews, 

In chains at Babel's stream ; 
Which, on the sere branch lifted high, 
Deigned to the oppressor no reply 
Save the long moan and broken sigh. 
When he demanded tauntingly 

The well-known Zion's hymn. 

Harp whose exulting strings 

The sleeping shepherds woke ; 
When heavenly hosts in joyful lays 
Sang the incarnate Saviour's praise, 
Ancient of everlasting days. 
Who veiled His own immortal rays, 

And our weak nature took. 

Harp which Apostles bore 

A pagan world across ; 
Softening the passions, rude and wild. 
And teaching nature's fiercest child 
The posture of contrition mild, 
By faith in Jesus reconciled, 

And glorying in His cross. 
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Harp which in Piedmont's vales, 
When all the world was dark, 

Retained the glorions gospel pure, 

Now persecuted, now secore, 

Strengthened through all things to endure, 

And still maintain the portraiture. 
The pattern of the ark. 

Harp which on Scotia's hills. 

In Scotia's hour of gloom. 
Taught Scotia's peasants how to fight. 
Defending King Immanuers right 
With an endurance and a might 
Which gild with coruscations bright 

Their bleak and barren home. 

Harp which in Zion still 

Sounds loud, and glad, and free. 

In blissful invitations thus : — 

Siuners ! who feel sin's heavy curse. 

Conscious of danger perilous. 

For Jesus all solicitous, 
Salvation waits for thee ! 

Harp which in sweetest strains. 

The long millennial year. 
Shall o'er the renovated earth, 
Diffuse a holiness and mirth, 
A sacred grandeur and a worth 
Superior to its hour of birth : 

For Christ shall then appear. 

Harp which more glorious still 

Shall fill the heavenly plains 
With long loud sounds of triumphs won, 
The achievements of the Eternal Son, 
The histories of time's centuries done, 
All which futurity begun, 

Of endless bliss contains. 
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Harp of tHe single theme, 

One hope, one heaven, one Lord ; 

Have I not heard thy cheering voice ? 

Hath it not bade my soul rejoice ? 

Tea, do not all my hopes and joys. 

What love sustains, or faith employs, 
Spring from thy precious word ? 



THE CHILD'S INQUIRY. 

Will there, dear mother, be flowers in heaven. 

The beautiful flowers we love ? 
Can there be anything lovelier given 

To deck the abodes above ? 
I often think of the world of bliss 

Where my baby brother's gone. 
But without the beautiful flowers of this, 

E*en heaven would seem forlorn. 

The flowers, the early flowers that grow 

Each side of the grassy lane. 
And which seem like gems, they sparkle so 

In the sunshine after rain ; 
And all the gorgeous summer flowers, 

So fragrant and so fair. 
Oh, surely in celestial bowers 

Such treasures must be there. 

The rose, our Lord is called a rose, 

And the lily pictures Him, 
And we read of the wondrous tree that grows 

On the banks of the crystal stream. 
When I muse, dear mother, on yonder bowers 

In the calm of the summer even, 
I see bright birds amongst beautiful flowers : 

Will t£ere be birds in heaven ? 
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A MOTHER'S JOY. 

Let others paint a mother's g^ef, 

A mother's joy I'll tell ; 
Say not, the sunshine glistens brief , 

And doubtfully as well ; 
To meditate some brightest hour. 

When all things glad appear, 
Just such will be the social bower, 

Through each sncceeding year ; 
This is a mother's joy. 

Upon her earliest babe to gaze 

In sweet abstraction lost, 
And only dream of happiness 

To gild life's dreary coast ; 
To think that soon her infant's smile 

Will answering meet her own. 
What time its whispering sire the "vhile 

Compares it to her own ; 
This is a mother's joy. 

Still further borne on fancy's wing, 

To view the cherub child. 
The same with tottering footsteps cling, 

As when in arms it smiled ; 
To hear the prattle of a breast 

Unruffled by life's storm. 
And bend the twig when easiest 

Into a virtuous form ; 
This is a mother's joy. 

To think that each advancing year 

Will every grace improve, 
And feel assured no painful tear 

Will wash away the love ; 
To see, when earth's dark sorrows fling 

Their sable mantle round, 
Her child the pleasant chalice bring. 

Where peace is to be found ; 
This is a mother's joy. 
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And other dreams a mother's eye 

Enraptured also sees, 
For love and hope are standing by 

And picturing ecstasies ; 
All through life's vale the child is seen 

By filial duty led, 
And ever green to paint the scene, 

And constant brightness shed ; 
This is a mother's joy. 

Young mother ! the most sanguine prayer. 

The best wish you have wreathed, 
When o'er your infant slumbering there 

Parental fondness breathed. 
Oh, may they be not answered lone. 

But gain a large increase. 
When, soaring to the eternal throne. 

They ask for happiness. 
To bless a mother's joy. 

May He who said that children share 

His favour and EEis love, 
Biegard the fond maternal prayer 

AscendtQg oft above ; 
And frequent 'mid the noise and strife 

May Jesus' still small voice 
Command to peace the storms of life. 

And bid thy child rejoice ; 
This is a mother's joy. 

And when life's pilgrimage is done. 

And parting day is near. 
May each possess a glorious throne. 

And clothed in white appear. 
Then, then heaven's choristers among, 

Her cherished child to view. 
Sounding her harp amid the throng. 

With all she loves there too ; 
This crowns a mother's joy. 
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VISIONS OF HEAVEN. 

Visions of Heaven ! ye live, ye live, 
When the sun doth his earliest radiance give ; 
When the birds sing praise in the merry tree. 
And an answering comes from the sparkling sea ; 
When the blue-eyed infant lisps a prayer, 
When hoary pilgrims worship there ; 
Devout thoughts then doth the bosom feel, 
And heavenly visions o'er it steal. 

Visions of Heaven ! ye gleam, ye gleam. 
When pours the moon her silvery beam ; 
When the clustering star-gemmed sky above 
Seems the jewelled floor of the land of love, 
On which bright cherubs rapturous dance. 
Cheered by the Etefnal's sunny glance, 
Sounding their harps to praises high. 
And dissolved in delight and ecstasy. 

Visions of Heaven ! ye come, ye come. 

When the footstep treads the darkened room. 

Where the Christian, stretched on his couch to die, 

Is hailing his last foe lovingly ; 

When the marble cheek and the pallid brow 

Tell that done is the conflict now, 

That the breast hath breathed its latest moan, 

And the spirit soared to her destined throne. 

Visions of Heaven ! are known, are known. 
When we read the tale of the chamel stone, 
When with reverent awe we curb the tread, 
As we muse o'er some loved one's narrow bed ; 
Some loved one gone, and when pondering where, 
How sweet to point upwards and answer, There ! 
When we muse some loved one's lot is cast, 
Visions of heaven are flitting past. 

Ye come, when the sunshine tells of bliss, 
Ye come, when the moonbeam whispers peace, 
When contentment sheds her smile around. 
When thunders shake the aflrighted ground, 
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When the balmy zephyr mnrmnra by, 
When the red flash tears the purple sky, 
When the proud wave sweeps the tall ship's head, 
When the furious storm hath slumbered. 

And when ye come, though the strife be high, 
Though grief-born tears fill the duaky eye, 
Though the cheeks have lost their roseate hue. 
And baptized in gloom be the spirits too ; 
When ye come, — the tears are exiled then. 
And the cheeks resume their glow again. 
And the spirits lave in a stream of bliss, 
Fresh from the fount of happiness. 



A CHRISTMAS HYMN. 

The cherubim and seraphim 

Suspend the heavenly song. 
And silent in the jasper streets 

Moves an observant throng. 
The mighty God, the equal Son 

His Majesty lays by. 
And angels in astonishment 

Would know the reason why ? 

Again they sing ; celestial hosts 

The sleeping shepherds wake, 
And first o'er Bethlehem's humble towers 

The wondrous tidings break. 
The mighty God, the equal Son 

Stoops from His throne above. 
And now is seen a human child 

To work the work of love. 

Instant the shepherds swiftly run 

The Holy Babe to seek. 
And Eastern sages star-led there 

Attend the news they speak. 
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The virgin mother, filled with awe, 
Scarce dares to embrace her Son ; 

She sees her Saviour in her Child, 
Redemption's work begun. 

Angels, in wonder and dismay, 

Observe Him on life's road. 
Oft asking, Can this man of grief 

Be the Incarnate Gt>d ? 
And when in dark Gethsemane 

They see Him in the grove, 
They long to fathom what it means, 

This mystery of love ! 

And when upon the shameful cross 

They see, with strange surprise. 
The mighty God, the equal Son, 

The incarnate Saviour dies ! 
Heaven echoes in its vast concave 

The universal dread : 
Is the Omnipotent subdued ? 

The Ever-living dead ? 

But cherubim and seraphim 

Burst into song again. 
For Jesus rises from the grave 

With a triumphant train. 
Sin and the devil conquered now. 

Salvation's work is done, 
And ransomed man shall ever praise 

The Saviour in the Son. 

Let all unite with angels now. 

And Christmas anthems sing, 
And while we weep at Calvary, 

Praise our ascended King. 
Oh may the knowledge of His love 

Be spread the world around, 
Till all the human family 

Within His fold be found. 
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PSALM XXIII. 

If Immannel be my Shepherd, 

If within His fold I rest, 
Then the lion and the leopard 

Shall not finally molest ; 
In green pastures if He feed me, 

I shall no more hanger know ; 
By life's river if He l^td me, 

I shall thirst no more belo^i^. 

If, my wandering sonl restoring. 

He His righteousness reveal. 
Prostrate I shall praise adoring 

He who wounds, but wounds to heal ; 
In life's varied tribulation. 

In the shadowy vale of death. 
Songs of glad anticipation 

Then shall fill my latest breath. 

Though my desert path pursuing, 

I may suffer care and paiu, 
If the promise still renewing 

Like a rod or staff sustain ; 
Though the storm may beat around me, 

I shall fear no evil then ; 
He whose mercy sought and found me 

Will not let me stray again. 

Bounteous if my need supplying 

In the presence of my foes. 
Giving joy instead of sighing. 

Happiness instead of woes ; 
Then my cup all running over 

With assurance of His love, 
I shall praise my wondrous Lover, 

Learning how to praise above. 

* Surely love my life surrounded,' 

Thus my rapturous song shall sing, 

* Goodness, mercy, all unbounded, 

Kept me safe beneath His wing ; 
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Surely I shall dwell for ever 
Safely sheltered in His fold, 

And the enemy shall never 
Pluck me fix)m His powerful hold.' 



"LORD, IT IS GOOD TO BE HERE." 

The closet where, on bended knee, 
My Father God, I bow to Thee, 
Unfolding all that troubles me, 
And seeking that relief from Thee 
Which in Thy promises I see : 

To be there. Lord, is good ! 

The altar where assembling round 
Parents and children all are found ; 
Where songs of joyful praise resound ; 
Where supplications rise profound, 
While holy love and peace abound : 
To be there, Lord, is good ! 

The upper room, the place of prayer, 
Where, tired with earth's engrossing care, 
Faint with the conflict all must share, 
Thy weary pilgrims glad repair. 
Craving the solace granted there : 
To be there. Lord, is good ! 

The chamber of the dying saint. 
Where languid, feeble, lonely, faint, 
Eager to burst this life's restraint. 
And yet repressing all complaint. 
Waiting the invitation sent : 

To be there. Lord, is good ! 

The sanctuary most of all. 
Where congregations contrite fall. 
Praying deliverance from sin's thrall. 
And then in glad hosannas call 
On God, their God, the Lord of all : 
To be there, Lord, is good ! 
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GOD IS NOT IN ALL HIS THOUGHTS.' 

Is there in all the world a spot, 
Disfcant or near, where Gt)d is not ? 
Throughout the broad creation's bound, 
Where the Creator is not foijind ? 
The widespread vale, the lofty hill. 
The umbrageous grove, the murmuring rill, 
In flowers and fragrance all declare 
The footprints of Qt)d's presence there. 

Ascend the mount at earliest dawn. 
And watch the birth of opening morn ; 
Mark the first streak of unripe day. 
See the young sun's advancing ray, 
Brighter and richer the beams unfold 
A hemisphere of living gold, 
Proclaiming loud, and wide, and broad, 
We are the handiwork of God ! 

Go in the pleasant summer eve. 
When the tired sun prepares to leave, 
And mark upon her darkening brow 
Night tastefully arranging now 
Unnumbered gems whose sparkling rays 
In jewelled accents whisper praise. 
Praise to the Lord whose finger gave 
The stars to light the dark concave. 

Go to the shore when the storm is high. 
When winds and waves hold revelry. 
When all is wild, and rough, and rude, 
And ships are toys to the mighty flood ; 
'Midst all the tumult faith perceives 
And in the present God believes. 
The present God whose powerful hand 
Holds all the seas ab His command. 

Go to the curtained room where death 
Is stealing the Christian's latest breath ; 
There, 'mid the struggling and the pain. 
Hear the weak accents speak again : 
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" I know in whom I have believed; 

He will receive, He hath received ; " 

Then mark, though death life's bonds hath riven. 

Death's Conqueror makes the room a heaven. 

Seek ye in vain ? Can ye find no place 
Where ye cannot God's perfections trace ? 
At morn or night, on sea, on land, 
Perceptible on every hand ? 
There is, there is one barren spot 
Where God, the God of love is not : 
'Tis the heart where Satan holds his court, 
There God is not in the sinner's thought ! 



*^AS THY DAT, THY STRENGTH SHALL BE." 

As thy day, thy strength shall be : 

Christian soldier, do not fear ; 
Thy great Captain speaks to thee, 

In the conflict persevere. 

As thy day, thy strength shall be : 

Weary pilgrim, forward press. 
Is life's pathway rough to thee ? 

Every footstep makes it less. 

As thy day, thy strength shall be : 
Poor bereaved one, wandering lone ; 

All thy dear ones, torn from thee, 
Are but homeward earlier gone. 

As thy day, thy strength shall be : 

Pale backslider, far from rest ; 
Still thy Father, watching thee. 

Longs to clasp thee to His breast. 

As thy day, thy strength shall be : 

Dying saint, rejoicing prove 
Every promise given to thee 

Fully realized above. 
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STANZAS ADDRESSED TO MY PASTOR, 

ON HIS BETUBN^ AFTEB A LONG ILLNESS. 

Father, Sayioar, Sanctifier, 

Israers PortioD, Israel's Friend, 
To Thy throne our thoughts aspire. 

To Thyself our hopes ascend ; 
From one congregated throng. 

In one glad united prayer, 
Hear the utterance of our song : 

Lord ! our under- Shepherd spare ! 

With much blessing Thou hast blest ; 

Giving talent, learning, zeal. 
Each ennobling in his breast. 

By Thy Holy Spirit's seal ; 
Thy young servant's past career 

Sparkled with a large success : 
Let Thy favour still appear. 

Lord ! our under- Shepherd bless ! 

When, with joy remembered yet. 

Our new Sanctuary first 
Beckoned by each opening gate 

All who hunger, all who thirst : 
Much we hoped, but God is great. 

Still mysterious. Lord, art Thou, 
Sickness, making desolate. 

Laid our under- Shepherd low. 

In humility we bowed, 

In submission, pleading still, 
For we knew, though dark the cloud, 

God our God doth all things well ; 
Thou hast heard our earnest prayer, 

Into gladness changed our gloom, 
And, encircled by Thy care, 

Brought our under- Shepherd home. 
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With self-ezamination pray. 

Self-pity put aside, 
For Jesus turns His face away 

From hate, revenge, and pride. 
And when yon realize access, 

Ask Him who all can do. 
In blessing yon these foes to bless 

Who never pray for you. 

And should He melt the stubborn heart, 

Subdue the obdurate will, 
Bid every evil thought depart, 

And with His presence fill ; 
Then to your supplications given, 

These foes, in h*iendsbip true. 
Will henceforth at the throne of heaven 

Pray earnestly for you. 



BiEFORE DIVINE WORSHIP. 

Weeathb a bright song of rapture high, 
To pierce the world's blue canopy ; 
To wing its way to the realms above, 
A messenger of prayer and love. 

Let it tell, this sacred sabbath morn. 
From earth's engrossing cares withdrawn ; 
A little band together meet, 
To worship at the mercy seat. 

The anthem rises, now the prayer, 
They ask Thy presence, Jesus, there ; 
To make Thine ordinances given, 
A beacon-light discovering heaven. 

In answer to the prayer of faith, 
I will be there, Jehovah saith ; 
Lord ! blissful, lasting, be Thy stay ! 
We pray for them, for we are they ! 
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STANZAS TO A TOUNG LADY. 

Oh dp not think, because life's spring 

Is chill and lone and drear, 
That peace and love will never wing 

Their sanshine plumage near. 
Life showers op all a thousand cares 

To keep joy's harp unstrung, 
But happiest is the soul which bears 

Life's sorrows while she's young. 

The path of youth is strewn with flowers, 

All prone to tempt aside ; 
Some with remorse fill future hours. 

Some pufi" with dangerous pride. 
Cares oft are messages from heaven. 

Kind monitors to warn, 
Most to be prized if they be given 

When life is in its dawn. 

Happy the man, the Scripture speaks, 

Who bears the yoke whil^ young ; 
It may give pallor to the cheeks, 

And curb the joyous tongue. 
But 'tis a sign God's eye is there, 

God's favour and God's love, 
Through the bleak wilderness of care 

To lead to joys above. 

Oh, if the early cross should shield 

From early falls in sin. 
If Jesus Christ should be revealed 

Youth's troubled path within. 
If reading then your title clear 

To God and heaven and home. 
The tribulation then how dear, 

Though blighting life's first bloom. 

Advancing then in life's career 

God's educated child, 
Your soul will walk in filial fear. 

Loved, humbled, reconciled. 
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In every circumstance how sweet 

To bow before the Lord, 
Protection, guidance, to entreat, 

Pleading His gracious word. 

And when the cross its work hath done 

The furnace purged the gold, 
How glad the beamings of that sun 

Your eyes will then behold. 
To see in all, a Father's hand. 

In all a Father's love. 
And dwelling in the promised land 

To wait your home above. 

Your home above, no language paints 

The glories of that place ; 
The bright inheritance of saints, 

The gift of sovereign grace. 
A moment's grief, a moment's gloom. 

Oh who would not sustain. 
To fit for an eternal home 

Where there is no more pain? 



NOT NOW! 

Not now, when the world in her gaudiest dress 
Comes lavishly promising happiness, 
Floridly picturing scenes all bright, 
In the glow of her own deceptive light ; 
Not now, when she comes with her softest smile. 
My awakened soul, can she now beguile ; 
With a quicker throb she may warm my brow, 
But she cannot, she cannot enchant me now. 

And when she comes with her threatening frown, 
Trampling her pleasant prospects down, 
Speeding her car over broken hearts. 
Poisoning friendship with slanderous darts, 
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Scattering cares, privation, pain, — 
Qaeen of a mental hurricane ! 
Althongh despondency shade my brow, 
Not now, she cannot i^right me now. 

I have found that the winning smile she wears 

Is only to allnre into fatal snares. 

And I've seen that her tempest raging loud 

Is oft a commissioned thunder cloud, 

The wings of the storm, though in accents rude« 

Bearing kind words that are given for good, 

A message of love from the mercy throne, 

A message from God, making mercy known. 

Not now doth my soul, at the place of prayer. 

Ask largely of this world's gifts to share. 

Not now wreathe petitions that, gilding my nanoie. 

Bright deeds may emblazon the records of fame ; 

Now, beckoned aside by the hand of lore, 

I behold earth's long panorama move, 

And in all its grandeur, all its show. 

There is nothing to fix my affections now. 

Not now, for ambition towering high. 
Soars up towards a home 'bove the bright blue sky. 
And my eyes, the scales being off them now. 
See the blight and the mildew on all below ; 
A beautiful world — ^but stained with sin, 
A throng of flair creatures — corrupt within, 
And I sigh for the evergreen bowers of peace. 
Of innocence, love, and happiness. 

Lord of the sunshine ! Lord of the storm ! 
Both ministering angels Thy will to perform ; 
Father, and Saviour, and Teacher, I come, 
Asking for journeying mercies towards home ; 
Traveller's fare, with a taste of Thy grace, 
Wilderness food, with the smiles of Thy face, 
Fulfilling Thy promise, my wants to supply. 
And sending the Spirit, Thy gifts to apply. 
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ON THE DEATH OF A MUCH AFFLICTED 

CHKISTIAN. 

Oh, what a cliange from tlie cnrtained room, 
From the conch of long and lingering pain, 

To the brightness of the heavenly home, 
Where suffering never comes again ! 

Oh, what a change from the feeble sigh, 

The throbbing brow, and the bleeding breast, 

To the burst of celestial minstrelsy. 

To the rapturous songs of the ever blest ! 

Oh, what a change from the whispered prayer 
Of the trusting soul in the desert still ; 

To the full assurance perfect there. 

When the soul hath reached the sunshine hill ! 

Oh, what a change from the world below, 
With its various griefs, privations, fears. 

To the world where ceaseless pleasures flow, 
Where are no more griefs and no more tears ! 

Oh, what a change ! repose for toil, 

Exuberance instead of need. 
For tyrants' frowns, the Saviour's smile ; 

¥oT sufferings, happiness indeed. 

Oh, what a change our dying friends 

Experience in one little hour ! 
Life's blighted bud gains rich amends 

In immortality's fall flower. 

Oh, what a change ! may we all attain, 
As each shall cross death's border stream, 

And mingling in heaven's joyous strain, 
Learn the glad notes of seraphim ! 
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" I HEAUD THY VOICE." 
Genesis iii. 10. 

I HEARD the voice, the voice Divine, 
When childhood's earliest bloom was mine ; 
When, kneeling at my mother's knee. 
She warned me from all sin to flee. 
When, tanght by her, I lisped a prayer, 
Grod's gniding voice seemed whispering there : 
Gnidance and warning both forgot, 
I heard, alas, bat heeded not. 

I heard again the voice in youth. 
And recognised the words of tmth ; 
I heard, but life was all too new 
For anght to attract my sanguine view. 
I saw far off, and vowed to gain. 
The spire of proud ambition's fane. 
And hastening towards its glittering ball 
I disregarded Wisdom's call. 

I heard the voice in manhood's prime, 
When, tired with unsuccessful climb ; 
Pale disappointment having known, 
I heard the voice from Mercy's throne. 
But still too worldly, still too proud, 
I cared not, though the voice was loud ! 
And struggling still to reach the prize 
I shut my ears and closed my eyes. 

I heard again, again, again. 
But still it sounded all in vain. 
Life's cares increasing drowned it all, — 
'Twas only yet God's general call ! 
I heard, but wished I did not hear; 
It seemed reproachful, harsh, severe ; 
** Why will ye die ? " it sternly said : 
I heard, and only felt afraid. 

I heard, and now at last the word 
Game with a power direct from God, 
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His special message sent to me, 
His special call it seemed to be. 
It humbled, drew, attracted, won, 
I could not from its influence run ; 
It softened, reconciled, subdued. 
It filled me with the love of God. 

I heard of Adam's direful fall, 
Polluting him, polluting all ; 
I heard of God's own glorious plan 
To give His Son to die for man. 
A willing sacrifice Christ came. 
For willing souls who trust His name. 
Made wiUing by that grace Divine 
Which, melting me, made Jesus mine. 

I heard, and now would sound abroad 
The way to heaven, the way to God ; 
Come, heavy laden, weary, come, 
Best can be only found at home ! 
Tour Father calls, your Saviour pleads. 
The Spirit with you intercedes ; 
Salvation's crown awaits your brow. 
Come, heavy laden sinner, now ! 

BEAUTIFUL BUT BLIGHTED WORLD. 

" For we know that the whole creation groaneth and 
travaileth in pain together until now.^' Bou. viii 22. 

Beautiful but blighted world. 

If thy scenes are now so fair, 
What wast thou when Eden bloomed, 

Ere sin's withering entered there ; 
When the earth profusely spread 

All her beauties to the sky. 
And the flowers sweet perfume shed, 

Never thinking they could die ? 

Beautiful but blighted world, 

Transitory beauty now ; 
For thy loveliest prospect holds 

Canker 'neath its shining brow. 
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Bright may be thy flowers to-daj. 
And thy bloesoms promise fair ; 

Bat the mildew or the storm. 

Soon may spread destraction there. 

Beantifnl bnt blighted world. 

Well mayest then complaining sigh ; 
For rebellion of thy sons, 

Why shonld all thy glories die ? 
World ! 'tis thy Creator's will 

Warnings thus to read to men ; 
Sin deformed Grod's perfect world, 

Grod mast renovate again. 

Beantifnl bnt blighted world, 

Grod regards thy lend complaints ; 
And one day, in nobler bloom. 

Thou shalt be the home of saints. 
For a thoasand years thy fields, 

Fragrant with perpetual flowers, 
Shall spontaneons harvests yield, 

Shall snpply nnwithering bowers. 

Beantifnl bat blighted world, 

Wait the certain promise given, 
When to risen saints shalt thon 

Be the vestibule of heaven. 
When the Mediator King, 

All His long millennial reign. 
With His saints shall joyous dwell 

In a sinless world again. 

Beautiful but blighted world, 

Thy grand mission thus fulfilled, 
Entering on a new career, 

God may yet again rebuild. 
May thy future history shine. 

Free from fall, from Satan free ; 
And thy later children find 

Unstained happiness in thee. 
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AN EASTER HYMN. 

The Lord is risen ! oh, who shall stay 
The progress of the ascending Son ! 

The Lord is risen ! auspicious day, 
Salvation's enterprise is done ! 

The Lord is risen ! the Son forsook 
The splendours of His ancient throne ; 

Mankind to save, man's nature took. 
Incarnate, that He might atone. 

The Lord is risen ! Heaven's shining throngs 

Suspended in a mute surpnse 
Their golden harps, their rapturous songs, 

And silence filled the astonished skies. 

The Lord is risen ! Ephratah sees 
The wondrous Child by seers foretold, 

The incarnate God on Mary's knees, 
The Shepherd of His purchased fold. 

The Lord is risen ! the olive grove, 
The judgment hall, the cross of shame. 

Displayed the Saviour's dying love, 
Bedemption's sacrificial Lamb. 

The Lord is risen ! the soldier gaard. 
The stone, the seal were all in vain ; 

In vain the sepulchre was barred. 

The Son has reached His throne again. 

The Lord is risen ! the conquered grave, 
Death's boasted but now shattered stiDg, 

Acknowledge Him who died to save, 
Their conquering and triumphant King. 

The Lord is risen ! accomplished now 
What David sang, what prophets told ; 

And on the Mediator's brow 

Shine countless crowns, more rich than gold. 
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The Lord is ris^i ! Priest, Prophet, ^Q^y 
He waits salvmtioii to bestow ; 

And all who contrite hearts shall brin^, 
Pardon and peace and heaven shall know. 



WHAT IS BEYOND THE CLOUD? 

Wh^t is beyond the bright blae clond ? 

What doth its beantifol veil enshrond ? 

For, mother, the night after baby died 

I dreamt that an angel drew it aside, 

And I saw — I conld scarcely look for brightness, - 

litUe baby all clothed in a garment of whiteness, 

'Mongst myriads more, and they all seemed glad, 

And a golden harp little baby had ; 

Oh, sweet was its voice, and I listened long. 

But I conld not, dear mother, make ont the song. 

What is beyond the dond, my boy ? 

*Tis heaven, my love, the land of joy ; 

Zion, of which the Bible telleth. 

The shining home, where Jehovskh dwelleth. 

Where all who love the Savionr here 

In royal oobes and crowns appear ; 

And they sing, my boy, in an anthem lond, 

Their Saviour's praise beyond the cloud. 

Wbat is beyond the clond, my child ? — 

(And the sorrowing mother almost smiled) — 

The infant's home, my love, is there. 

For infants Christ's rich mercy share ; 

For when, my child, Immanael came 

To save His Chnrch from sin and shame, 

He said (what balm these words have given !), — 

Such are the special heirs of heaven ! 

What is beyond the cloud, my son ? 
A throne for every ransomed one, 
A crown, a harp, a robe are there ; 
Oh, seek, my boy, the bliss to share ! 
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Earth's golden crowns too often shade 

A brow which woe its home hath made ; 

Earth's shining gems oft deck a breast 

Where sorrow reigns, a cankering guest ; 

Follow not fame or wealth, my love, 

Lift your affections far above 

To heavenly things ! Pursue, my boy, 

Unfading and superior joy ! 

Lord ! hear a suppliant mother's prayer. 

And fix my child's affections there ! 



THE GOD OF ISRAEL. 

He who clothes the summer sky 

With a robe of golden light ; 
He who hangs the stars on high. 

Jewels on the brow of night ; 
He who bids the forest boughs 

With their spring-tide verdure swell ; 
He whose finger paints the rose, 

Is the God of Israel. 

He who from the sable cloud 

Sends the arrowy lightnings forth ; 
He who speaks in thunders loud 

Warnings to the affrighted earth ; 
He who, when the tempests cease, 

Spans the mountain and the dell 
With the shining pledge of peace. 

Is the God of Israel. 

Hark ! across Arabian sands, 

Sweeps the simoom's dreadful blast ; 
While o'er fair Italia's land. 

Zephyrs bear sweet perfumes past ; 
Whirlwinds rage on ocean's breast. 

Heedless of the wrecked one's yell. 
All obey the high behest 

Of the God of Israel. 
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High above the yarions scene, 

Calm npon His emerald throne^ 
He surveys the whole, serene. 

Baling all to bless His own ; 
Times and seasons, snn and storm, 

Ocean in his billowj cell. 
All the messages perform 

Of the God of Israel. 

He, ere Jacob's earliest smile 

Met his mother's fond embrace, 
Ere he witnessed good or ill. 

Chose him as a child of grace ; 
Watching o'er his yoathfnl days 

Did all threatening harms dispel. 
Ere his voice had learned to praise 

Him, the God of Israel. 

From a brother, instly wroth. 

Hastening, yet Jehovah viewed. 
Opening o'er his desert path 

Scenes to gild the solitude ; 
Bnty observe, in Laban's home 

Like deception him befel. 
Retribution still will come 

From the God of Israel. 

Moonlight silvers Jabbok's rill, 

While in attitude of prayer, 
Wrestling with the angel still, 

Jacob gains his new name there. 
Israel, now a prince with God, 

Still his brother shall excel. 
Safely guarded on his road 

By the God of Israel. 

See the aged man in tears. 

Weeping for his Rachel's child. 

While the heartless merchant bears 
Joseph through the dreary wild ; 
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But tbe cloud dissolving now 

Soon shall prove that all is well, 
Showering honoars on his brow 

From the God of Israel. 

Israel's seed, like Israel's self. 

Still Jehovah's favour knew ; 
Shielded by the Lord Himself, 

What could Pharaoh's hatred do ? 
Goshen, like a little heaven, 

While on Egypt horrors fell. 
Proved the preservation given 

Of the God of Israel. 

In the desert, in the sea. 

In the battle, in the care. 
By the manna falling free, 

By the rock-stream following there ; 
By the colamn, doud and fire, 

Hovering o'er them where they dwell, 
All to prove them blest conspire. 

By the God of Israel. 

Favourites of the living God ! 

What were ye but types to shew 
Waymarks in the heavenly road 

Of the real Israel now ? 
All the deserts ye went through, 

All the foes ye had to quell. 
All the assistance granted you 

By the God of Israel ; 

All in spirit we sustain. 

Deserts, battles, fears, and foes. 
The privation and the pain, 

The refreshment and repose. 
May we keep this truth in view, 

And may this all doubt expel ; 
Israel's God will bless us too, 

For we are His Israel ! 
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THE GOD THAT DOETH WONDERS. 

Had I the harp of Israel's Hngy 

Although in far inferior lays, 
The same celestial theme I'd sing 

Which woke its strings in ancient days ; 
Thy praise, Jehovah ! glorious Lord ! 

Before whom countless seraphs bow, 
My feeble voice would sound abroad, — 

The Grod that doeth wonders, Thou ! 

When from Thy bright and dateless home 

The fiat issued loud and high, 
Forth from Thy power's prolific womb 

Cherubic myriads filled the sky ; 
Creation's mandate chaos heard. 

And shrinking, knew its doom was now. 
Earth sprang to being at Thy word, — 

The God that doeth wonders, Thou ! 

When the first man his glory stained, 

When sin first shed its poisonous breath. 
When bliss forsook a world profaned 

By guilt, contagion, pride, and death ; 
Then was Thy mighty power displayed. 

Then didst Thou sovereign mercy shew. 
Redemption then was first portrayed, — 

The God that doeth wonders, Thou ! 

When the young world in sin grew strong. 

Proud in the attitude of guilt, 
Thy deluge drowned the ingraio throng, 

Thy power its fragrant fields rebuilt ; 
The fathers of another race 

Bode safely on the torrent's brow. 
The appointed ark their sheltering place, — 

The God that doeth wonders. Thou ! 

When tortured by the Egyptian's chain 
Thine IsrEiel heaved the prayerful sigh. 

Thy red right arm was bared again, 
And plagues announced Thy vengeance nigh ; 
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Ten times were awfal warnings given, 
Ere jastice dealt the final blow, 

None vainly brave insnlted Heaven ; — 
The God that doeth wonders, Thon ! 

When freed from Pharaoh's cmel yoke 

Thy people trod the desert sands, 
Streams, issuing from the riven rock, 

Supplied the wants of Israel's bands ; 
Food came obedient to their tents, 

Uncultured by the spade or plough, 
Heaven's windows opening gave it thence,— 

The God that doeth wonders, Thou ! 

When in the full appointed year, 

Immanuel left His azure throne, 
A Man 'mongst fallen men to appear, 

To justify and to atone ; 
Then vanquished hell beheld amazed 

The expiring Lord on Calvary's brow. 
Men crucified, while angels gazed, — 

The God that doeth wonders. Thou ! 

When on the third, the promised day, 

The ascending Saviour left the dead, 
The stone, the seal. He tore away. 

And filled the sentinels with dread ; 
Up to the pearly gates He soared, 

The opening gates invite Him through, 
While ransomed thousands glad adored, — 

The God that doeth wonders, Thou ! 

Now, while the gospel flies abroad. 

The length and breadth of earth's extent. 
Proclaiming mercy bought with blood. 

And uttering loud the call. Repent ! 
Powerful the noiseless message runs 

Taught by the Spirit to subdue, 
Melting proud rebels into sons, — 

The God that doeth wonders, Thou ! 
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And when the conrse of time is done. 

When this worn world decays with age ; 
When radiance leaves the expiring sun. 

And planets cease their pilgrimage ; 
Then on a bright and gorgeous throne, 

Thou wilt apportion joy or woe. 
The final doom of every one, — 

The God that doeth wonders. Thou ! 

Oh, for that great important day, 

While the lamp bnrDS, let me prepare ! 
Father ! before Thy throne I pray, 

Oh, spare the tree another year ! 
Give me repentance ! give me faith ! 

All needful blessings, Lord, bestow ! 
Preserve me &om the second death! — 

The God that doeth wonders, Thou ! 



"JESUS OF NAZARETH PASSETH BY." 

Luke zvilL 37. 

Child, with the roseate bloom, 

With golden curls, and brightly laughing glance. 
Child of the happy cot or castle home, 
Made happy by thy joyous countenance : 
When in thy rambles, pondering o'er some flower. 

To heaven thou liftest an inquiring eye. 
When musing on God's wondrous love and power — 
'Tis Jesus Christ of Nazareth passing by ! 

Touth, with the thoughtful mind. 

Lofty aspirings, and with prospects gay. 
Flinging impossibilities behind. 

As onward, upward, thou parsuest thy way : 
When in the secret chambers of thy heart 

Some whisper points thy thoughts to the Most High, 
Which came unasked, but asked will not depart— 
'Tis Jesus Christ of Nazareth passing by 1 
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Man, wiih the anxious brow, 

Toiling life's ragged precipice to climb. 
Who gaining some advance looks loftier now, 
And thinks yet higher, higher, is sublime : 
When some mistaken step shall canse a slide. 

When troubles come, and snnshine-friendships fly. 
When conscience tells of One, a Friend untried — 
'Tis Jesus Christ of Nazareth passing by ! 

Old age, with tottering pace. 

With worldly thoughts and hopes yet unsubdued^ 
With furrowed forehead and with wrinkled face. 
Hankering unsatisfied for fleeting good ; 
When comes the warning : What will all avail. 

When, at death's summons, thou must leave and die ? 
While yet suspended is Death's shrouding veil — 
'Tis Jesus Christ of Nazareth passing by ! 

And what does Jesus say. 

When passing thus before man's varioas age ? 
He speaks — Life is salvation's day, 
Now let eternity thy thoughts engage. 
Now, "while the lamp of life holds out to burn," 
Now seek the Lord while yet the Lord is nigh. 
Now like the prodigal to God return ! — 
'Tis Jesus Christ of Nazareth passing by ! 

Shall Jesus speak in vain ? 

Shall Jesus Christ, who died upon the tree, 
Opening a fount to purge man's moral stain ; 
Shall He in vain disclose to you, to me. 
This precious fountain of most precious blood. 

Poured forth to atone, to cleanse, to sanctify ? 
Listen, O sinner, to the voice of God — 
'Tis Jesus Christ of Nazareth passing by ! 

Oh, hardened heart of man ! 

Light came from heaven, to heaven to shew the 
way; 
But sinners proud in guilt refuse Gx)d's plan. 

And still refuse it, till the Lord display 
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His richer grace, and melfcs the soals He loves, 
Attracting those for whom Christ deigned to die ; 

And thus when sin's obstmctions Ood removes, 
'Tis JesuB Christ of Nazareth passing by I 

Will Christ be always near ? 

Jesus of Nazareth, will He always pass P 
May we withhold the penitential tear. 
And scorning now, some day accept the grace P 
No, snrely no ; now is salvation's hour ! 

Turn to the Saviour, yet it may be well ; 
Ere long, though willing, gone may be the power — 
Jesus of Nazareth passes not in hell ! 



THE GOSPEL BANNER. 

Written for an intended new Magazine with that desig- 
nation, bat which was never issued. 

O'eb the fortresses of Zion 

Let the Gospel Banner float, 
And the strength of Judah's Lion 

Be the heraldry throughout ; 
Let the motto be emblazoned 

In its texture rich and rare, 
Jeho vah-Nissi- Shammah, 

The Lord is banner there ! 

Be it foremost in defending 

When endangered are the towers 
By foes who come pretending 

Their Grod is also ours ; 
Or waving o'er the battle. 

When they flght with spears and swords, 
Let it tell, amidst the rattle, 

The conflict is the Lord's. 

In attending the commission 

Of ambassadors from God, 
May it harbinger the vision 

Of salvation through His blood ; 
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And floating o'er the mountain 
Where the purple tide was spilt, 

Guide sinners to the Fountain 
Which purifies from guilt. 

But, brethren, carry boldly 

The ensign yon upraise, 
Enlist none coming coldly. 

Lukewarm in Zion*s ways. 
Your flag should be surrounded 

With men of valour tried ; 
Reject half-hearted soldiers 

Who fight on every side, 

Yain boasters of salvation, 

Who talk of Zion's hill, 
And stretching its dimension 

Go over to free-will ; 
Who mingle works and merit 

In the chalice of God's grace. 
And curb the Lord the Spirit 

In the prison of man's ways. 

All heedless of their favour. 

And heedless of their frown. 
Proclaim a perfect Saviour, 

And let Him wear the crown ; 
A finished full salvation. 

In ancient covenant planned, 
Before the world's foundation 

Upheld the solid land. 

Unguarded and unbroken, 

n ye publish full and free 
The doctrines God hath spoken 

With invincible decree; 
Though men may on your pages 

Shower slander and disdain, 
The Word of God engages 

His smile you shall obtain. 
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Be firm — ^yonr Gaptam sees thee ; 

Be valiant for His fiune; 
Be dauntless — He'll defend thee ; 

Be stead^t to His name; 
Be bold — the laurel's certain; 

Be glad — the prize is heayen; 
Be confident of glory; 

Be hnmble, for 'tis given! 



" THAT I MAY KNOW." 

I COME, a weary child of earth, 

I come with sin defiled, 
Pleading the Saviour's priceless worth ; 

Great Father ! hear Thy child I 

I come, my heart subdued by love, 
My heart made all Thine own ; 

Look, Father, from Thy courts above, 
And bless, oh bless Thy son ! 

I come, the same petition still 

Fills all my long request ; 
Let sunshine beam from Zion's hill 

On my yet darkened breast ! 

I come rejoicing in my hope ; 

But hope delayed so long 
Drinks every joy and comfort up. 

And circumscribes my song. 

I come ; let full assurance shine, 

And fill my soul with love ; 
Say, Father, Thou indeed art mine. 

And mine Thy home above. 

I come ; I shall not come in vain, 

The promised grace is sure; 
Some day I shall the answer gain, 

And know my heaven secure. 
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THE COVENANT OP GRACE. 

Who would so vast a panorama bnild 

As Earth and its inhabitants, nor think, 

If gifted with omniscience, of its fate ? 

Who, in the glance prospective, if his eye 

Saw his prond work marred by some enemy. 

Instant wonld not devise, if love were there, 

Nor wait for tardy time to bring the need, 

A scheme to renovate, and ponr disgrace 

Upon the coward spoiler ? Thus our Gt)d, 

When dwelling in Eternity, lone but 

Not lonely. Himself immense companionship! 

Brooding o'er chaos, saw rock, mountain, vale, 

Ocean and river mingled ; and He willed — 

'Twas but that things of His own making should 

Perceive His glory, and His praise declare — 

He willed to separate the salt sea wave. 

The pleasant river, and the crystal fount, 

And give to each appropriate residence. 

He willed the stately mountain where to stand, 

The balmy vale, and broad savannah where 

To spread their lengthened beauties ; and He willed 

To pencil them with all the various hues 

Which make our world enchanting ; 'twas His will 

To give the whole fit habitants ; beasts and birds. 

Fish, insects, creeping things, and, last of all. 

He willed, as their superior, and tbeir lord. 

One like unto Himself, formed in His image, 

Erect in the magnificence of soul. 

To make our great progenitor. *Twas His will, 

Coeval with the earth, to spread the fair. 

And fleecy canopy above our heads, to mould 

The sunshine orb, the silvery bow, and stars, 

Alternate occupants of yonder sky. 

Coeval likewise the angelic race, — 

Unless, perhaps, coeval with Himself — 

The cherubim and seraphim, peopling heaven. 

Swift ministers to be, or, circling round, 

Dependently immortal, to adorn. 
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Tell me, shortsigbted man ! when Gt)dliead willed-— 

Ere He the splendid theatre bronght forth — 

His powerfol eje perosing in a glance, 

The page of all its history ; reading there 

The highest seraph's bold rebellion, which 

For ever lost him heaven, and in his breast 

Planted stem enmity, and constant strife — 

Stem enmity and strife, which pushed him on 

To tarnish Eden, and the man degrade — 

Say, wonld not God, nay, frail one ! wonld'st not thou, 

Abhorrent of the tempter, who himself 

Untempted fell, much ponder him to thwart, 

Thy justice changeless, how the man to save P 

Imagination ! stretch thy pinion wide ! 
Faith ! lend thy wing ! and thou, great Spirit ! guide ! 
While, trembling in my feebleness, I tell 
The council of the Trinity to save ! 

" The world upspringing at My voice, not long 
Will boast its early beauty ; from the pinnacle 
Of heaven's first dignity, when prostrate thrown 
To punishment deserved, will Lucifer 
Tempting, allure the man from innocence. 
And thrust him 'neath My wrath ; their federal head, 
His sin will his posterity condemn ; 
And sin infused will gendering make all base ; 
Tet will My love remain ! fain would I save. 
But holiness recoils from crime, and God 
Must be immutable, and God is just ! " 
Thus God, the mighty Father, and at once, 
No pause ensuing, thus the Son replied : — 
" Our being one, Thy love is also Mine ; I too wonld 

save ; 
The sin immense, nought but a boundless price 
Can purchase pardon ; pardon not alone 
I mean to buy — a justifying robe, 
A passport for My chosen up to God 
Must be included ; therefore, lo, I come ! 
I, Thy coequal, will My glory veil ; 
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I will Myself assniDe humanity, 

Humanity unstained by sin, in which 

I will fulfil Thy law ; I will withstand 

The utmost of the tempter ; I will pour, 

liibation to Thy justice, for My Church, 

My life a willing offering ; I will die. 

And instant rise a conqueror ; opening thus 

A highway for My ransomed ones to heaven. 

My blood ! the blood of Thy begotten One ! 

Will satisfy stem justice, and obtain 

Their pardon ; and My life, the sinless life 

Of Me, the Second Adam, will secure 

A better standing than the first one lost. 

!Eager I wait for the appointed time, 

For love gushes abundant ; till I come. 

My loved ones Thou wilt take upon My pledge ; 

They shall believe My coming ; and when come. 

My chosen shall depend upon My work ; 

And thus their faith, My gift, shall save their souls.** 

He ceased, when instant rose the Paraclete, 
Third witness, and coequal, and He thus : — 
*' Be it My work to herald Thee, by signs ; 
By inspiration of the prophets ; and when come. 
When Thy return shall give the Comforter, 
Be it for Me to gather in the elect. 
I will inspire apostles, teachers, men 
Such as earth's wise call worthless ; they shall preach 
Successfully Thy gospel, taught of Me. 
I will be omnipresent to Thy Church, 
To shield it, and its individuals 
To comfort in the hour, the needful hour. 
Of gloom, precursor of their heritage. 
I will awaken, teach, establish, soothe ; 
I will make hungry, and exhibit Thee ; 
Thirsty, and lead the soul to Golgotha ; 
I wHl subdue the obdurate, bend the proud. 
Convince the sceptic, and the thoughtless warn 
I will lead all to Thee, and sanctify. 
Oat of the fulness of Thy treasured worth.*' 

G 
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'Twas done ! the covenanted scheme to saye. 
Sealed with the broad seal of heaven, was placed 
Amongst its valued archives ; soon was seen 
The birthday of young time ; soon in heaven 
Swelled the loud symphonies of angels' praise ; 
Soon arose the earth in her green beauty ; 
Eden soon, superior garnished, held 
The earliest man ; and soon, too soon, 
With a third part of heaven by him seduced, 
Fell Eden's tempter ; the forbidden fruit. 
Ere long invaded, shadowed with a curse, 
And bairen made, this once delightful world ; 
Then was Heaven's covenanted scheme first told ; 
Much time rolled by ; the infant sin grew strong ; 
Gk)d was defied ; eurth deluged and restored. 
At last in garb of penury He came ; 
He, the Messiah, suffered, died, and rose 1 
Rose conqueror to the right-hand throne above ! 
Fulfilled is now the pledge aforetime given, 
Satan is vanquished, and the Church is saved ! 



SONNET. 

'Tis sweet to trace the working hand of God 

In all life's various circumstances known ; 
Whether we tread adversity's dark road. 

Perplexed with cares, and every comfort gone, — 
His presence then will shed a frequent ray, 

Cheering us while the threatening billows roll, 
Affording sunshine in the gloomiest day, 

And yielding shelter to the wandering soul ; — 
Or if prosperity should brighter beam, 

If glad should flow the current of our days, 
'Tis sweet to watch Him steer us down the stream. 

And 'mid the sunshine sweet to sing His praise ; 
All times are in His hand, and each is given 
To educate the ransomed soul for heaven. 
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THE DYING HUSBAND. 

Oh ! weep not so, my love ! thy frequent tear 
Makes me still earnest wish to linger here, 
And could yon see — *tis there — the dazzling view 
Of heaven and angels beckoning me thereto ; 
Could you behold the far-off glittering throne, 
And see a precious Saviour sit thereon, 
And hear Him, smiling, call my soul away. 
Oh, then, my love ! you would not wish my stay. 

Weep not ! our God doth hear the widow's prayer, 
And I, my love, when a bright spirit there, 
Bremembering then the tie so blissful now. 
Will ask, and our kind Saviour will bestow, 
To be thy guardian angel ; hovering round. 
And whispering comfort, when thy cares abound ; 
Bethink thee, dearest, in the hour of gloom. 
Unseen thy husband still is in thy home ! 

Our children ! but I feel my love will shew. 
As mothers only can, what they should know ; 
To see them lisping at their mother's knee 
Their little prayers, is joy denied to me. 
Kiss me, my boy ! my blue-eyed girl ! again ; 
Let not a father's prayer. Lord, rise in vain; 
To their lone mother may they blessings prove. 
And give them both to know redeeming love ! 

Again Christ calls ! and there are seraphs now ; 

Love, dry the death- dew from my throbbing brow ! 

They come as convoy, and the chariot waits, 

And open stand, they say, the pearly gates, 

I come, bright beings ! yet again one kiss ! 

Weep not so bitterly, I go to bliss : 

To bliss not perfect till my wife be there. 

The crown, the palm-branch, and the joy to share. 

Farewell ! farewell 1 the dazzling can I see, 
Remember — but I know thou wilt remember me ! 
I come, dear Lord ! what glories now are given, 
I'm all unworthy of so bright a heaven ! 
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How shall I praise thee ? Death ! is this thy sting ? 
And this thy victory ? Grave ! pooi: captiv^ Hug ! 
In hononr of thy Conqneror soon Fll swell 
Such loud hosannas ! Dearest ! fare — thee — well ! 



SATURDAY EVENING. 

Haste, haste to thy ocean conch, brighit sun ! 

We do not wish thy stay ; 
Oh, no, for thy waking, lovely one ! 

Will illumine a purer day. 

Not then, as now, shall a thought of gloom 

Thy glorious lustre shade, 
For we'll only muse on yon heavenly home. 

And the joys which never fade. 

Not then shall the throbs of earth-bom care. 

As now, disturb the breast. 
For the anthem then, and the whispering prayer. 

Will have brought in a holier guest. 

In radiant smiles be thy waking clad. 
When thou leav'st the eastern wave, 

Like the soul of a saint who is rising glad 
From the bounds of the bursted grave. 

The mom and noon, and declining hours, 

Gild with thy richest rays. 
And loud may the green earth's pleasant bowers 

Resound with songs of praise. 

'Tis sweet, how sweet, the full tide of love 

To pour for mercies given ; 
'Tis a beam escaped from the realms above, 

To tell the delights of heaven. 

Then haste, oh haste to thy couch, bright sun ! 

We do not wish thy stay ; 
Oh no, for thy waking, lovely one, 

Will illumine a purer day ! 
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THE CHRISTIAN'S DEATH-BED. 

Methought I viewed a Christian die ; 

He had lingered long in pain, 
Bat seemed to feel assuredly 

He should not rise again ; 
His eye had long with age been dim, 
But there was lent a heavenly beam 

To illume his parting hour ; 
He had called his children all around, 

The bud, the full-blown flower ; 
And as he smiled and blessed them all, 
I marked the glistening teardrop fall 
Adown his manly brow ; 
'Twas not because he sighed to leave, — 
Earth had no pleasures now to give, 

The world could tempt not now ; — 
But he wept — ^indeed I know not why. 
For joy seemed sparkling in his eye. 
As he gazed upon the blue-robed sky. 
And told he soon should mount on high. 

To tread the better land. 
The tears, I judge, unbidden fell, 

For he passed his feeble hand 
Across his blanched, his aged cheek, 
As if they would not let him speak 

All his full bosom wished to tell. 

'^ My sons," at last he trembling said, 
*' When I am numbered with the dead, 
Bemember what I say : 
In childhood's earliest day. 
When youth's first bloom adorned my cheek, 
I roamed in pleasure's fairy ground ; 
In dissipation's wildest bound. 
Where folly was, your sire was found ; 
In vanity his thoughts were drowned. 
But vainly there his soul did seek ; 
No real happiness was his. 
And never did he taste of bliss 
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TiU, palled at last with all the world cotdd bring, 

With tribnlation by his side, 
He heard the still small voice of Mercy sing 

Salvation by a Saviour crucified. 
The theme was strange, and much it cost and long 
To separate him from the things of earth. 
To make him estimate a Saviour's worth, 
And introduce him 'mid the blood-bought throng. 
My sons," he said, " 'twas all the work of God, 
My soul till now would fain have loved, 
Would ne'er have from the world removed, 

And fixed her whole desire on heaven's abode, 
Had not the Lord all my affections changed. 
And made me feel to earth's vain joys estranged. 
Since that bright hour, by faith I've seen, 

And known they wait for me. 
The heavenly mansions and the pastures green. 
Where I shall spend eternity. 
My sons," he said, " oh haste this bliss to ensure ! 

Go to the mercy seat ! 
Your lamps of life not always will endure. 

Your hearts not always beat ; 
Go, when you leave the couch from whence I fly 

To my bright home in heaven, 
Go, when you've seen your happy father die, 

And be your next thoughts given 
To learn the way which leads to all this joy ; 
How you may reach this heaven be your employ ! 
My sons, your father fain would meet you all. 
As death may call you from this world of gloom, 
He fain would meet you in this joyful home. 
And more delighted, grateful more, would fall 
In low prostration at Jehovah's throne. 
Who hath elected sire and sons His own." 

He ceased, he could no more, the hand of death, 
Intruded rudely on his vital breath, 

And thickly, painfully, he drew 
One and another short convulsive gasp, 
While firmer, longer, death increased his grasp, 
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And shut at length all present from his view ; 
But still the dying Christian joyful smiled, 
His countenance was placid, calm, and mild. 

And all triumphantly he seemed to gaze. 
While upwards turning his expiring eyes, 
As if to mark his track beyond the skies ; 

His lips once more broke forth in ardent praise : 
And then he shouted, loud and high. 

E'en now I hear him sing, 
" O Gravel where is thy victory ? 
Death ! where is thy sting ? " 



PRAYER. 

In humble supplication. 

Great God ! I come to Thee ; 
Oh let Thy full salvation 

Be perfected in me. 
Acknowledging demerit. 

Lamenting frequent sin, 
Cleanse, sanctifying Spirit, 

Cleanse me, and make me clean ! 

Lead to the sacred mountain 

Where precious blood was spilt, 
And wash me in the fountain 

That purifies from guilt ; 
Destroy each self endeavour 

stem justice to atone, 
And let my faith trust ever 

In what my Lord hath done. 

Grant me the full assurance 

Thy favoured ones enjoy. 
Triumphant my endurance. 

My love without alloy ; 
In sunshine and in sadness. 

Unwavering to depend. 
With confidence and gladness. 

On Christ, the sinner's Friend. 
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THE SAINT'S DEATH SONG. 

I GO to mj home, weep not for me ! 
From this cold bleak world I long to flee ; 
I have been, I have been, bat a slighted guest, 
Like the dove from the ark, I pant for rest ; 
And of all earth's pleasure, and all earth's grief, 
I bear nothing now, bat an olive leaf ; 
Grace, sovereign grace, mj hope and plea, 
I go to mj home, weep not for me ! 

I go to my harp, weep not for me ! 
I go to celestial minstrelsy ; 
The songs which I strove to wreathe below 
Were saddened too oft by the notes of woe ; 
Bat now, ancarbed by this chain of clay. 
In towering strains they shall soar away ; 
Exalting, joyful, raptaroas, free, 
I go to my barp, weep not for me ! 

I go to my crown, weep not for me ! 
This throbbing brow shall no more be 
Paled by the touch of corroding care, 
Anguish and pain shall no more share ; 
Where sorrow pierced with wreath of thorn, 
A glorious crown shall soon adorn ; 
Bicher than pearls of the eastern sea, 
I go to my crown, weep not for me 1 

I go to my throne, weep not for me ! 
A sceptred monarch I soon shall be ; 
Heaven's mansions I shall soon behold, 
Sparkling with gems, and bright with gold ; 
Where kmgs and priests, redeemed with blood, 
Circle enthroned the Lamb of God 
Who died for them upon Calvary's tree, 
I go to my throne, weep not for me ! 

I go to my heaven, weep not for me ! 
I go to the presence of Deity ; 
To God, my Father, Brother, Guide ! 
To bow before the Crucified ; 
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Partaker of delights above, 
Absorbed in joy and clothed in love ; 
Where ceaseless festival 'twill be, 
I go to my heaven, weep not for me ! 

I go to my Lord, weep not for me ! 
His smiling face I shall quickly see ; 
His lovely voice I can almost hear : — 
The cherabs are bringing the chariot near ! 
Death and the grave have lost their stings, 
Poor, powerless, visionary kings ! 
Servants, they wait to set me free ; 
I go to my Lord, weep not for me ! 



THE WISH OF THE LAWGIVER. 

He stands on the commanding height 

Of Pisgah's lofty brow, 
And sees, bnt with restrained delight. 

The Canaan spread below. 

With glance prophetic he surveys 

The region all around, 
And from the scroll of future days 

Learns which is holy ground. 

His breast some faint regrets may feel 
He may not pass the stream. 

That the far view from Pisgah's hill 
Is all that's granted him ; 

But this wakes not the earnest prayer. 

For he could gaze on high. 
And know that when he mounted there 

All thoughts of earth would die. 

No ; when he urged the fervent word. 
That he might tread the place, 

The goodly mountains of the Lord, 
The Lebanons of grace ; 
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'Twas that he might, while pondering slow, 

Muse in each holy scene. 
Where Jesus drained the cup of woe. 

The wrath of God for sin. 

Fain would he in the garden rove, 

By Kedron's sahle tide, 
Gethsemane ; the olive grove ; 

And where the Saviour died ! 

The Tabor, where with one bright beam 

He dazzled Peter's eye ; 
The tomb in which they buried Him, 

And whence He soared on high. 

For surely when he read the scroll 

Of Judah's future years, 
This seemed the substance of the whole. 

Of all their hopes and fears. 

In all the gorgeous pomp which filled 

Moriah's splendid fane, 
In type and promise, he beheld 

The Lamb for sinners slain. 

This gave to Canaan's land a glow, 

And to the Hebrew race. 
Which other nations never know. 

And gilds no other place. 

Saviour ! like Moses, I would pray. 

Bestow the eye of faith, 
Let me Thy suffering scenes survey. 

Thy triumphs and Thy death ! 

And while with mental glance I see 

The mystic vision move. 
Lord ! sweetly whisper 'twas for me. 

And fill my soul with love ! 
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SUPPLICATION 

A DWELLER in the wilderness, 

By Marah's bitter wave, 
Almighty God ! in each distress, 

I look to Thee to save ! 
Thon hast, when former fears rose high. 

Bade every fear begone. 
Lord of the desert equally 

As of the great white throne ! 

When in wild regions, dark and drear, 

Thine ancient people trod. 
The fire and clond were always near. 

To mark the present God ; 
Gnide and protect, as Thon didst them. 

Thy suppliant wandering lone, 
Lord of the desert as supreme 

As of the great white throne ! 

When hosts of threatening foes pursue. 

Their stern careering break, 
As when of old Thou didst subdue 

The might of Amalek ; 
Dauntless, when Thou art by my side, 

I hear their boasting tone. 
Lord of the desert large and wide 

As of the great white throne ! 

And do Thou, from yon sparkling home, 

Some beams celestial give. 
Foretastes, while I in Mesech roam, 

Of where I soon shall live ; 
Live praising Thee, all-wise ! all-good 

Who hath such mercy shewn, 
Lord of the desert's solitude 

As of the great white throne ! 
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MY HEART AND MY FLESH CRIETH OUT 
FOR THE LIVma GOD." 

Ps. Ixxxiv. 2. 

No vision surprising I crave, 

No voice to my natural ear, 
No strange revelation to have, 

No wonderful language to hear ; 
I know Thou art not in the wind, 

In the hurricane, tempest, or storm, 
'Tis with a still voice to the mind, 

Thy miracles Thou dost perform. 

But I cannot, I dare not assert. 

That Thou, my Beloved, art mine, 
Although Thou hast melted my heart, 

Although at my sins I repine ; 
Though Thomas reproaches may bear, 

Like Thomas, Lord, I must entreat, 
Some manifestation to share 

Of Thy side, and Thy hands, and Thy feet ! 

Reveal Thyself, Lord, unto me. 

As Thou dost to Thy children reveal ; 
Oh, let me Thy countenance see ! 

Thy presence and love let me feel ! 
Let me hear Thy soft whisper within. 

There is nothing can gladden me more. 
That this heart w|;iich is wounded for sin. 

Thou hast wounded that Thou mayest restore ! 

When the scroll of my sins is unrolled. 

And I sink, Lord, almost in despair. 
The fountain then let me behold ; 

Say, Saviour, in Thee I'm all fair ! 
In my bosom, say, " Let there be light ! " 

Bid the winter give place to the spring, 
Let the voice of the turtle delight. 

And melody welcome my King ! 
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I wait at the posts of Thy door ; 

Hope delayed, seems just ready to die ; 
I knock, I have oft knocked before, — 

Oh, when wilt Thon answer my cry ? 
Say, " Son, all thy sins are forgiven, 

T suffered for thee on the tree ! " 
Oh, when will this foretaste of heaven, 

This rapture be granted to me ? 

Bright Star of the Morning, appear ! 

Sun of Righteousness, shine on me now ! 
The sound of Thy chariot I hear, 

Oh, why is its coming so slow ! 
The wilderness longs for Thy light, 

The desert desireth to bloom, 
The harvest already is white, 

Redeemer and Ransomer, Come ! 



THE ENCOURAGEMENT. 

To the Editor of a little Magazine entitled " The Spiritual 

Wrestler/' 

Wrestle on, thou tiny stranger. 
Monthly bring thy plate of food ; 

Morsels which in gloom or danger 
Cheer the children's solitude. 

In the wilderness progressing. 
Need they have of every aid ; 

Many foes around are pressing, 
And full oft they feel dismayed. 

With the lengthening travel weary. 
With the thorns and briars torn, 

Oft they feel the desert dreary. 
Often feel themselves forlorn. 

Oft they cast a glance around them, 
Sighing at their pilgrim lot ; 

Worldlings have a dwelling found them, 
They have no abiding spot. 
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When the law*s cold wind is blowing 

Xmra*e's nakednes ther fed : 
Weepinsr over sin*s nndoing, 

- Lord ! ^ they whisper, '* Come and heal ! 

*' Come, asd leaning on Thy bosom. 
Well sustained we then shall be, 

Then the wiidemess will blossom. 
Then the yanquished foe will flee. 

" Then the worldling's earthly treasure. 
Frail and fleeting will be seen. 

Then our portion without measure, 
Erer fragrant, ever green. 

** Then the trouble or privation 

Will be overruled for good ; 
And in Thee, our soul^s salvation. 

We shall find joy, rest, and food." 

AXD THEY LUSTED AFTER THE FLESH- 
POTS OF EGYPT." 

Xo ! Egypt hath no charms for me, 
The world hath lost its bloom; 

Pve passed the separating sea, 
And Canaan is my home. 

An exile under Satan's yoke, 

I groaned beneath his chain, 
Till God the cruel bondage broke, 

And whispered hope again. 

He leads me through the border-land, 

A wiidemess not sown. 
Dependent on His gracious hand, 

Mistrnstful of my own. 

He leads me with a cloud by day. 

Faith often fails to pierce, 
But in the night a shining ray 

Protects and guides and cheers. 
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He leads through trouble and distress, 

Privation, slander, pain, 
But to the day proportions grace, 

And turns the grief to gain. 

He leads, and when I feel His hand. 

Encouraged by His love. 
My heart obeys the soft command. 

And fain would swifter move. 

The wilderness not then is drear, 

I scarcely note its gloom; 
I feel myself a traveller here, 

And cheer myself with home. 

Not back, whatever may betide. 

Would I to Egypt go ; 
Its pomp, its luxuries, its pride. 

To me are empty show. 

The world may spread out all its joys, 

IVe seen the canker there — 
It veils its emptiness in noise. 

In laughter hiding care. 

Onward ! is still my battle cry, 

On to the sunshine hill. 
With eye still fixed on Calvary, 

Obedient, patient, still. 

But when the day, that happy day, 

Shall gild the desert gloom. 
When He who leads me now shall say, 

" Come home, my child, come home ! ' 

Oh, think you, how shall I adore 

My Father, Saviour, Guide, 
A child at home, to leave no more. 

For ever at His side ! 
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« HE MUST INCREASE." 

John iii. 30. 

Hear the prophet of the wild ! 
Hear the desert's wondrous child ! 
He who ere Messiah came 
Publishing : " Behold the Lamb ! *• 
In exulting language cried, 
To the thousands at his side : 
He shall reign the Prince of Peace, 
And His kingdom must increase. 

What though little Bethlehem sees 
But a babe on Mary's knees ! 
Though Nazareth lightly values one 
Only a carpenter's poor Son ! 
Though the boastful pharisee 
Says, No good comes from Gralilee ! 
He shall reign the Prince of Peace, 
And His kingdom must increase. 

Though on Calvary's brow He died, 
Scorned, rejected, crucified ; 
Though the women, steadfast most. 
Feared that then all hope was lost ; 
The cross of Christ, proclaimed abroad, 
Shall gather in the elect of God : 
He shall reign the Prince of Peace, 
And His kingdom must increase. 

Then apostles preached His name, 
Beginning at Jerusalem ; 
Antioch, Corinth own the Lord, 
Rome receives the Saviour's word. 
And the islands of the sea 
Grasp the message : This is He — 
He shall reign the Prince of Peace, 
And His kingdom must increase. 
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But ere long, "with mightier power, — 
Hasten, Lord, the promised hour ! — 
O'er a renovated world 
Shall His banner be unfurled, 
And from every tongue shall rise 
Hallelujahs to the skies : 
He shall reign the Prince of Peace, 
And His kingdom must increase. 

King ! whose sceptre thus shall sway ; 
Priest ! who putteth sin away ; 
Prophet ! bring me to Thy throne. 
Glorying in Thy cross alone, 
That 'midst the universal praise, 
My feeble anthem I may raise : 
He shall reign the Prince of Peace, 
And His kingdom must increase. 

HEAVEN OUR HOME. 

In moments of depression. 

How sweet for faith to rise. 
And muse on our possession. 

In yonder radiant skies ! 
It lifts above the sorrow. 

Gives sunshine to the breast, 
To think that life's to-morrow 

Will see us ever blest. 

Oh, prospect full of lightness, 

Glad antepast of home ! 
When the yet distant brightness 

Relieves the present gloom ; 
We tread on tribulation. 

Indifferent seem to pain, 
And soaring 'bove temptation. 

Almost our heaven attain. 

Our heaven ! what tongue can picture 

The home of saints in light, 
Where bliss has no admixture. 

Where there is no more night ! 

H 
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Where palaces of splendour 
Line every golden street, 

And coontless voices render 
Hosannas all complete ! 

Where, circling round the glory 

Which robes the emerald throne, 
Saints sing the wondroos story 

Of Him who sits thereon, — 
King, Prophet, Mediator, 

The Eansomer who died, 
The God in human nature, 

The God-Man glorified ! 

Our heaven ! imagination 

Falls down with broken wing, 
Endeavoaring to depicture 

The palace of our King. 
Jasper and pearls most precious, 

With many a priceless gem. 
Protect, sustain, and open 

The new Jerusalem. 

There bright and bumiog seraphs. 

There cherubs full of love, 
There angels and archangels 

Crowd all the courts above. 
No solitary grandeur, 

No loneliness is known. 
For spirits without number 

Surround the heavenly throne. 

There by life's crystal river, 

Beneath life's fruitful tree. 
They praise the glorious Giver, 

Heaven's wondrous Trinity. 
They praise Him as the fountain 

Of life and light and love, 
Which cheered earth's gone-by deserts. 

And makes the heaven above. 
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No cold or listless moments, 

No seasons full of gloom ; 
No pain, distress, or sickness, 

Obscnre that happy home. 
In ceaseless bright ontgnshing. 

In fall and sparkling flood. 
New joys are ever rushing 

Exaberant from G-od. 

Onr heaven knows no cessation, 

To perish soon or late ; 
Vicissitude can't reach it. 

It cannot terminate. 
On every side emblazoned 

In characters of flame. 
Is stamped its date : For ever, 

For ever with the Lamb ! 

The Lamb ! heaven's concave ringing 

In hallelnjahs high, 
Keels with the joyous singing. 

To Him who deigned to die. 
For all heaven's ransomed myriads 

Were purchased by His blood. 
And stand now in His merits, 

The slaughtered Lamb of Qod ! 

The Lamb ! heaven's anthem mingles 

Hosannas to His name. 
In undivided chorus, 

To G-od and to the Lamb. 
For heaven's eternal glories, 

Had been to all unknown, 
But for His free blood- shed ding, 

The Lamb who fills the throne ! 

The Lamb ! our earliest harpings. 

When we ascending rise. 
Will praise the Lamb once offered. 

The Lamb who no more dies. 
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The Lamb whose wounds resplendent, 
Brilliant like sardine stone, 

Shall sparkle ever, ever, 
Even on His ivory throne. 

Oh, what are tribulations, 

Earth's evanescent gloom. 
What all this world's privations. 

To the glad joys of home! 
They make our heaven the brighter. 

More exquisite the rest ; 
The saints' white robes seem whiter, 

The blessedness more blest. 

Oh, fret not at the sorrow. 

Repine not at the care. 
Think of the bright to-morrow — 

Heaven, and the glory there. 
Life's various agitation, 

Death's short but bitter cup. 
Precede the consolation. 

Heaven dries all bitters up. 

Here travellers on a journey 

Smile at the hardships brief ; 
Each mile brings home the nearer. 

And home brings full relief. 
The voices of their loved ones 

Come echoing o'er the wild. 
And urge to travel faster 

To reach home, wife, and child. 

So let us, still pursuing. 

Faint not though troubles come. 
But hastening o'er the desert 

Press onward to our home. 
Let thoughts of home encourage. 

When pain and toil annoy ; 
The troubles are but fleeting, 

Our home is ceaseless joy ! 
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EVENING HYMN. 

Father ! now the day is closing, 

Now we rest our weary eyes ; 
Let us, in Thy love reposing, 

Sleep, and in Thy love arise ! 

Savionr ! Wh.o on Calvary dying. 

Purchased for Thy people peace. 
Let us, on Thy word relying, 

Best upon Thy righteousness. 

Teacher ! Who hast undertaken 
Safe to bring Thy children home, 

When we sleep and when we waken 
On our couch or from our tomb : 

Let us feel that love surrounds us, 

Love which guides and guards our way 

Love which all unsought first found us. 
Love which will not let us stray. 

Father, Saviour, Teacher, bending 
At Thy footstool, we would praise 

For that love which thus attending 

G-uarda our nights and guides our days. 

Through life's desert dark and dreary 
Be Thy cheering presence given ! 

May we thus feel ever near Thee, 
Till we rise to Thee in heaven. 

COME TO JESUS ! 

Hare, hark, across the desert, 

Life's desert dark and chill. 
Hark to the invitation 

From yonder sunshine bill ! 
Come, pilgrims full of sadness, 

Come, exiles from your home. 
Come unto Me, ye weary, 

Ye heavy laden, come ! 



102 TENDRILS. 

The wilderness is lonely, 

Dark clouds are overhead ; 
Stem foes are all aroand you 

And filling you with dread. 
Oh, what can give you solace 

Amid snrroundii:^ gloom : 
Come unto Me, ye weary. 

Ye heavy laden, come ! 

Life's various tribulation 

May cause the frequent sigh ; 
Bereavement, pain, reproaches, 

May seem for ever nigh. 
All these are needed lessons, 

Preparatives for home ; 
Come unto Me, ye weary. 

Ye heavy laden, come I 

Remember, troubled pilgrim. 

What makes life's pathway drear, 
Sin planted seeds of sorrow, 

Sin woke the bitter tear. 
The world was once unblighted. 

Sin covered it with gloom : 
Come unto Me, ye weary, 

Ye heavy laden, come ! 

The Lord in loving-kindness 

An antidote supplied — 
Christ left His ancient glory, 

Lived, suffered, bled, and died ; 
He rose sin's great destroyer. 

He now invites you home : 
Come unto Me, ye weary. 

Ye heavy laden, come ! 

Oh, faint not at the journey. 
Repine not at the grief ; 

The Comforter is near you. 
He waits to give relief. 
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Prayer asks and gets the brightness 

Which dissipates the gloom : 
Come unto Me, ye weary, 

Ye heavy laden, come ! 

Ere long, the desert traversed, 

The discipline fulfilled, 
Your Father's chariot hastening 

Shall come to fetch His child. 
Oh, what a burst of rapture 

When realizing home : 
Come unto Me, ye weary, 

Ye heavy laden, come ! 

SYMPATHY OP JESUS. 

Measube not Jesus, safiering saints. 

In the chalice of yonr care, 
Nor think He loves to hear complaints, 

Or witness your despair ! 

Nor measure by each various frame 
Your changing breasts may feel, 

Immutable is Jesas' name. 
Compassionate as well ! 

Be sure your path no thorn contains 

But what is needful there. 
Be sure your bosom ne'er complains 

Beneath superfluous care ! 

Measure Him by His scripture book. 

The promises it tells 
Are stable as the moveless rock. 

And as the throne He fills. 

There you will read that though below 

His saints the cross must bear, 
He will sustain in every woe, 

And sanctify each care. 

Hath He ere broke His plighted word, 

You cannot trust His will ? 
Thine hitherto sufficient Lord 

Will be sufficient still ! 
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ON THE DEATH OF TWO MINISTERS. 

Weep not for them ! thej have gone to their glory, 

They tasted the grace of the Saviour below ; 
May thy prospect of bliss be as certain before thee, 

As it is they are basking in happiness now ! 
Full oft from the brow of Mount Pisgah, exploring, 

They gazed on their Canaan, their mansion, their 
crown, 
But now, in the posture of grateful adoring, 

They shout that the half of its joy was unknown. 

Weep not for them ! they have crossed the dark river 

Which sweeps its chill wave 'twixt this desert and 
home; 
And now, in the promised possession for ever. 

Forget all the perils through which they have come ; 
The noise of the battle, the snare, the privation, 

Are lost in the splendour of visions all bright ; 
And the wilderness gloom, and the foeman's temptation, 

Are now unremembered in scenes of delight. 

Weep not for them ! the hosannas ascending 

From tongues full of rapture and harps of pure gold. 
Now loud with the songs of the justified blending. 

Declare their bliss perfect, their pleasure untold ; 
On the breeze seems the sound of the anthem they're 
raising, 

'Tis the same that they sang in the dwellings of men, 
Let us learn while on earth their high language of 
praising : — 

All glory to Jesus, the Lamb that was slain ! 

Weep not for them ! let the full tear of sorrow 

Fall for those who, alas, have no thought of the tomb ; 
Who, unmindful that time has an endless to-morrow. 

Embrace this cold world as their portion, their home ! 
And when their bright glory we are faintly describing, 

May hope on the wings of full confidence rise, 
And, grateful, to Jesus the merit ascribing, 

Shout, The same glory waits us at home in the skies ! 
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ENTREATr. 

** My Beloved spake and said nnto me, Bise np, my loye/' etc. 

SoNO OF Sol. ii. 10. 

Oh, speak, my Beloved, to me, 

That language enconragiDg use, 
My soul from its winter set free, 

And the gladness of summer diffuse ! 
Dear Lord ! little comfort I gain 

From others rejoicing in spring, 
Let me the same freedom attain, 

And I will hosanna my King ! 

Long time hath a winter all dark 

My soul with its shadows attired, 
And striving to shipwreck my bark. 

The world's rudest storms have conspired ; 
Thou, Lord, wast my pilot to save 

Li tempests I could not control ; 
Oh, Thou who didst calm the world's wave. 

Shield from dangers which threaten the soul ! 

Speak, Saviour, expressly to me ; 

Say, Thou art my Lord and my God ! 
That I am a fair one to Thee, 

Washed white in the fount of Thy blood ! 
Say, Rise, from despondency rise ! 

Come away from the gloom of despair ! 
Let the summer sun chase from the skies 

The vapours which now abound there ! 

The rain of affliction restrain ! 

Let the big drops of grief flow no more ! 
But build the bright rainbow again. 

Where the thunder-cloud threatened before ! 
Let the flowers of Thy graces appear. 

Let faith, hope, and charity bloom. 
Bid the south wind revivingly cheer, 

And unto Thy garden, Lord, come ! 
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When, floweret of Sharon, wilt Thou, 

With Thy perfame in vigor my mind ! 
When, binding its name to my brow, 

The flower of the vale shall I find ! 
A feeble and frail little flower, 

My faith, Lord, is scarcely alive, 
Oh, speak, and shine on it with power, 

And bid me go on to believe ! 

Let the nightingale's music be heard. 

Let the turtle be seen in the grove. 
Let me catch some encouraging word, 

Some look or some whisper of love ; 
More eager than Persian I gaze 

For the first ruddy streak on the hill, 
I wait. Lord, impatient to praise. 

Do Thou the sweet promise fulfil ! 

THE HIGH AND LOFTY ONE. 

High and Lofty One ! WTiose home 

Is the pure and holy place. 
Whose pavilion built of light 

Fills the infinitude of space ! 
Not in splendid solitude, 

Monarch of a lonely throne ! 
Not in mysteries all concealed. 

Glorious to Thyself alone ! 

High and lofty One ! Whose power, 

As Thy goodness, knows no bound; 
Source original of life ! 

Didst Thyself with life surround ; 
Countless angels, bright and fair. 

Sprang to being at Thy word, 
Ever singing songs sublime, 

To the glory of their Lord. 

High and lofty One ! Whose sword, 
When (conceived we know not how) 

Sin its first- bom flush of pride 
Fainted on a seraph's brow, 
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With relentless anger drawn, 

Cmshed the apostates and their chief, 

Hnrling to a doom nnknown, 
Myriads hopeless of relief. 

High and lofty One ! Whose love, 

Brooding with creative power, 
Formed the stars, the world, the man. 

Chronicling time's natal hour ; 
Then the lordship to the man 

Gave, with one brief mandate fenced. 
Mandate qaickly disobeyed, 

And the reign of death commenced. 

High and lofty One ! Whose eye, 

Piercing with omniscient glance. 
Saw the hosts of hell conspire, 

Saw the infernal plot advance ; 
Then the Tempter with surprise 

Heard Bedemption's scheme made known, 
Sin foreseen and overruled. 

In a covenant all Thine own. 

High and lofty One ! Whose smile 

Rests with unabated love, 
Guiding with a mother's care 

Thine elect to thrones above ; 
Here Thine attributes are seen, 

Here Thy word and works display 
That the high and lofty One 

Is a wondrous Trinity ! 

High and Holy One in Three, 

Israel's Father, Saviour, Guide, 
Manifest Thyself to me 

In the Lord the Crucified ! 
Pleading Jesus' name and worth. 

Venturing at Thy throne I bend. 
High and lofty One ! be Thou, 

Thou my everlasting Friend ! 
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THE WAY TO HEAVEN. 

The way to Heaven ! 'tis up the hill, 

Steep difficulty's rough ascent, 
And prickly thorns and dangers still 

Line the strait path the patriarchs went ; 
Oh, think not, yonng disciple, thon 

Wilt wiser find a yelvet road, 
Angnish and toil will hlanch the brow 

Of all who tread the way to God. 

The way to Heaven ! 'tis 'mid the gloom, 

Dark tribulation's mantling cloud. 
And pilgrims to yon heavenly home 

Must face full many a tempest loud ; 
On all whose face towards Zion turns, 

Whose footsteps walk the narrow path. 
The world with indignation bums, 

And Satan showers his wildest wrath. 

The way to Heaven ! 'tis in the vale. 

Humiliation's vale of thorn. 
Where slander's fJEibricated tale 

Will bring you many a glance of scorn ; 
Privation, dread of shivering want. 

Reproach, desertion, and despair. 
With countless fears the pathway haunt ; — 

The worst of all the road is there ! 

The way to Heaven ! bereavement waits. 

Affection's tenderest ties to rend. 
And every step to Zion's gates 

We mourn some loved departed friend ; 
Yet, in bereavement's hour of grief, 

In anguish, slander, toil and care. 
The saint enjoys a sweet relief 

Earth cannot hinder, cannot share. 

The way to Heaven ! 'tis through the wave, 
The cold bleak sable tide of death, 

But He who shields through life will save 
When the grey pilgrim yields his breath ; 
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Tea, though he die beneath a shed, 
While pain and misery strive to scare, 

Kind angels shall sustain his head 

And Christ Himself speak comfort there ! 

The -way to Heaven ! 'tis quickly learned, 

For self-denial points the road. 
And all along, by faith discerned. 

Are emblems of a Saviour's blood ; 
Expect the snare, the hurt, the frown, 

And these by prayer alone repel, 
For he who seeks Immanuel's crown 

Must bear Immanuel's cross as well. 

Such is the way, but when he gains 

Admission through the pearly door, 
All the long catalogue of pains 

The saint will ne'er remember more ; 
Corroding grief and deep distress 

The soul will leave within the tomb. 
And, robed in glory's splendid dress. 

Bask in the bliss of heaven her home. 



I AM WAITING. 

I AM waiting, only waiting 

Till the evening shades appear. 
Till the brightness of the sunset 

Passes to another sphere ; 
Till the shadows, longer growing. 

Tell me night is at the door, 
And death's river, softly flowing, 

Comes to take my spirit o'er. 

I am waiting, only waiting 
Till the harvest work is done, 

Till the latest sheaf is garnered. 
And the harvest home begun ; 
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Till life's toil and warfare ending, 
Joy and peace and rest begin, 

And mj ransomed soul, ascending, 
Soars from sorrow, free from sin. 

I am waiting, only waiting, 

Listening with attentive ear, 
Till I hear the angels saying, 

" Sister spirit ! enter here ; " 
Till I hear heaven's happy voices 

Singing by the glassy sea. 
And I see bright seraphs bringing, 

From the Lord, a harp for me. 

I am waiting, only waiting 

Till the pearly gates unfold. 
And the cherub hosts invite me 

To the city paved with gold ; 
Till the opened heavens outspreading 

Shew the Bridegroom and the Bride, 
And at that celestial wedding, 

Jesus shall my place provide. 

I am waiting, only waiting 

Till I hear, amid life's gloom, 
That sweet whisper of my Father, 

** Child ! your Father calls, come home ! " 
Then, the time of waiting ended. 

With what rapture I shall rise 
By seraphic throngs attended. 

To my mansion in the skies. 

I am waiting, only waiting. 

Fitting for the employment there, 
Singing, praising, and preparing 

In the orchestra to share. 
While thus waiting, educating, 

Fitting for the heavenly throng. 
Let me learn, anticipating. 

Their triumphant victory song. 
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THE MERCY SEAT. 

How shall I tell the virtues, Lord ! 
Or how the privilege record, 
In the dark hour, when tempests beat, 
Of coming to a mercy seat ! 

When the old serpent robbed our race 
Of every gem but pardoning grace, 
Jehovah made His purpose known 
Of setting up a mercy throne. 

Here our first parents wandering found 
The desert still was sacred ground ; 
Expelled from Paradise, 'twas sweet 
To find ono in a mercy seat. 

The captive sons of Israel here 
Rejoiced though flowed the frequent tear ; 
Each prayerful sigh, each painful groan, 
Was numbered at the mercy throne. 

When through the wilderness they trod. 
Guided with cloud and fire by God, 
Their gracious Lord would often meet. 
And bless them at the mercy seat. 

Nor these alone, in every age 
The hnmblest saint, the holiest sage, 
Perplexed, aflflicted, ne'er hath flown 
And left unheard the mercy throne. 

" When grief hath blanched my cheek," says one, 
" When misery her worst hath done ; 
Oft have I turned my willing feet 
A suppliant at the mercy seat ; 

" And here, however dismal, drear. 
The clouds of care are banished here. 
When Jesus speaks : * I scourge my own, 
To bring them to the mercy throne.' " 
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Another tells : " One blissfal honr 
The world and Satan lost their power ; 
Christ gave the monster a defeat 
By smiling from the mercy seat.*' 

A third exclaims : " Temptation high, 
Once bade me scorn my God, and die ; 
I prayed, the subtle foe was gone, — 
How dear to me the mercy throne ! *' 

Rich worldling ! what though wealth o'erflowp, 
Thy path no true enjoyment knows ; 
Though blest, thy bliss is incomplete, 
Deficient of a mercy seat. 

Poor saint ! though poverty and thee 
Companions have been, still may be ; 
Thy joys are rapturous, bright, unknown. 
For thou hast found the mercy throne. 

Lord ! give me this supremest bliss, 
Nor wealth, nor fame I ask, but this ; 
And then, with happiness replete, 
I'll celebrate Thy mercy seat. 

"HE STOOD BY HIMSELF!" 

Luke xyiii. 2. 

He stood by himself ! all alone in his pride, 

With his heart and his knee unbending, 
For he felt not his need of the Crucified 

To shelter from woe never-ending ; 
He stood by himself, with a lofty brow. 

And the boast of a sinless perfection; 
On what he had done, and what he would do. 

Erecting a claim for protection. 

He stood by himself ! Mighty Father ! not there 
Beamed Thy sunshine of favour paternal. 

Unregarded fell back his petitionless prayer, 
Too presumptuous to reach the Eternal ! 
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Thou hadst said : None without an oblation shall come, 

But all shall a sacrifice offer ! 
He stood by himself ! who shall reckon the doom 

That hangs o'er the head of the scoffer ! 

He stood by himself ! Grreat Redeemer ! unknown 

Was the worth of Thy free intercession ; 
He was rich, and he wanted no Lamb to atone ; 

He was whole, and despised the Physician ; 
He was clothed in his own works and asked for no more, 

For he thought the soiled robe was all brightness, 
And ignorant he was sick, naked, and poor. 

He rejected Thy garment of whiteness. 

He stood by himself ! Holy Spirit ! Thy power 

Had ne'er melted his obdurate bosom. 
Where, cultured with care as a favourite flower, 

Sin had swelled from the bud to the blossom ; 
Undisturbed the strong man kept the palace in peace. 

And the aid of the Stronger was slighted. 
And securely he walked toward the burning abyss, 

For his heart and his eye were benighted. 

He stood by himself ! with no Advocate near. 

Such proud ones will not be thus only, 
For when at the bar of the Judge they appear, 

They will find themselves equally lonely ! 
Then, trembling in that their dark moment of need. 

When the Lord says : I knew you ? no never ! 
In vain their long scroll of good works they will plead,— 

Their doom will be settled for ever ! 

He stood by himself ! When I bend in Thy sight, 

Let it be with the tear of contrition, 
And, Spirit of prayer ! do Thou for me indite 

The language of every petition ! 
Do Thou, great High Priest ! sprinkle golden perfume. 

Thy merits all prevalent, endless. 
And assure me, when I to the mercy seat come, 

That I do not draw near to it friendless ! 
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ZION'S NOSEaAY. 

Again the sammer days are here, 

Again the saii shines bright and clear ; 

Again the skies are tall and bine, 

And zephyrs rove the garden throngh ; 

Nature puts on her robe of green. 

And smiles npon the fragrant scene ; 

Decking herself with many a flower, 

The produce of the garden bower ; 

Brighter and richer than every gem 

With which earth's wealthy ones garnish them. 

This is the honr I love to rove 

In garden, field, or shady grove ; 

And cull from all the treasures there 

A bonquet various, sweet, and rare ; 

And oft, when gathering flowerets gay, 

Imagination soars away, 

Making it lovelier holiday. 

May I tell the thoughts of a summer hoar, 
When rambling field and garden bower ; 
Without one voice in anger breaking. 
Without one check snff*usion taking ? 
*Tis but the young gay thoughts of one 
Whose manhood's day has but just begun. 
And whose thoughts may change ere his course be ran. 

I see the snowdrop, floweret mild. 
Spring's tenderest and yet hardy child ; 
And when I see it, thought will stray 
To one whose dawn seemed a winter's day ; 

ne'er hath seen the world before him, 

Darkness hath spread her mantle o'er him, 

And yet, unnoticed and obscure. 

He yields a perfume soft and pure. 

Still yielding, though the world might deem 

Such gloom would disadvantage him. 

And here the crocus, short and gay, 

Like child of a cloudy day ; 



TENDRILS. 115 

Yet loved, mncb loved, when none are nigh, 

The depth of a shallow pool to try. 

Thou art here, my own, my favourite flower, 

Child of the field, and pride of the bower ; 

There be many flowers of lovelier tint. 

There be many possessing more powerful scent; 

But of all which the pleasant spring-tide yields, 

Or which summer scatters in bowers and fields, 

There are few, very few, to me more sweet, 

Than the spring's best gem, the bine violet; 

And gathering thee I think of one 

Who was once like thee, a wandering son ; 

But from nature's fields a kind hand bore him, 

Where the winds of opinion swept wooingly o'er him, 

To the garden of Zion, where, tended with care, 

now is the pride of the garden parterre. 

More modest is he than the flaunting flower, 

The daffodil, fop of the early bower ; 

Upon whom when pondering I think of thee, 

Assuming , and thy vanity. 

More modest, too, than the hollow blue hell, 

Which suiteth, doth it not, well ? 

Not left, not left, when a posy's made, 

Nor missed, nor missed, should it soonest fade. 

Come we now to the peony gay : 

Who doth that large bold flower portray ? 

It beareth leaves of a brilliant hue, 

And gives phrase that is brilliant too ; 

But few mourn mnch a peony's doom. 
For the peony yields snch faint perfume. 
Of equal boldness, equal glare. 
Obtrudes the crimson dahlia there. 

Like this rude courts the view, 

As scentless and as roseate too. 
The pretty jpink attracts the eye, 
Eew without praising pass it by. 
Yet lightly loved, if sweeter far. 
The gay carnation blossoms near ; 

the pink may gain a smile. 

If the carnation hide awhUe ; 
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But if thy various hue, 

Be glittering spread before the view, 

He who hath learnt thy favourite phrase, 

He who hath watched thy customed ways, 

Is plainly seen a mimic then, 

And the pink is lightly loved again. 

Like a tall lilyj white and cold, 

With petals tipped with powdered gold, 

attracts a concourse near, 

His well-digested themes to hear ; 
Pure as the rippling stream which flows, 
But frigid as the polar snows ; 
Correct as is a maiden's talk. 
But stately as a maiden's walk ; 
No noise, no glitter may be there, 
No whirlwind of inflated air ; 
But he, who, with observant eye, 
Can watch the unsullied purity, 
Will see upon each sentence fair, 
Undoubted gold of Ophir there. 

Grave like wallflower plain, 

Attracts, and yet attracts again ; 

No gaudy tints, no brilliant dye. 

Its ample charm, its fragrancy. 

Have you e'er seen the aloe bloom ? 

Its flowering seasons seldom come ; 

But when its cone of blossoms rise. 

Ambitious towards the azure skies, 

The clustering flowers too weighty seem, 

E'en for its own majestic stem ; 

Eager it strives what time it may 

To lavish all its wealth away. 

Too earnest thus doth pour. 

As fearful health would come no more, 
Torrents of brilliant thoughts, which they 
Who manage these things prudently 
Would singly deem sufficient flower 
To garnish each a sermon hour. 
But stay your hasty footsteps, stay. 
The mignonette^ though nothing gay, 



TENDRILS. 117 

A lengthened pause will well repay : 

When you have culled from gay parterre, 

The various tinted treasures there, 

Your nosegay would be incomplete. 

Without the fragrant mignonette ; 

The critics who the garden rove, 

To seek a flower they'll deign to love, 

Will often pass the roses by, 

The dahlia and the peony ; 

This is too gaudy, that too bold, 

This too pedantic, that too cold ; 

And stay at last their rambling feet, 

To pluck a stalk of mignonette. 

Thus favourite of a motley train. 

Silver-haired doth gain 

A crowd of pious, captious, vain. 

Doth it a worthless weed appear ? 

Do no gay blossoms flourish here ? 

Uncomely is it to the eye ? 

Oh, pass it not neglected by ; 

The broad bold flowers which fix the view, 

Have many, nought but glare to show ; 

But every single leaf plucked hence. 

Is cassia, myrrh, and frankincense. 

Then prize the sweet-hrier^s humblest state. 

And , though once illiterate. 

Would you be lulled to soft repose ? 

sleepy as the poppy blows. 

Love you the din of war's alarms ? 

Like capsicum always warms. 

the tulip sparkles bright. 

Dazzling with an excess of light ; 
Of every tint the rainbow sees. 
Desirous every eye to please ; 
Crooking his text to find new features, 
Quite a chameleon amongst preachers ; 
Where such attracting wonders dwell, 
*Tis hard to add 'tis void of smell. 
But stop and take a lengthened view, 
Thi^ is the marvel of Peru ; 
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In its own country deemed a weed, 

Here valued as a gem indeed. 

Thus sailors, when they would beguile 

The savages of some far isle, 

Shew beads and toys of various name. 

Which all devout attention claim. 

We think ourselves more wise than they. 

Yet follow every novelty ; 

Each hour its passing wonder sees. 

Supremely now doth please ; 

'Tis well if this exotic gay 

Be not contemned some future day. 

the sun-flower well portrays, 

His firm love to one theme displays ; 

What though the theme that he descries, 

Earlier than most can see it rise. 

Beamings of that bright orb, whose wings 

Healing unto the nations brings, 

Shall he, because he says 'twas dawn 

Sooner than others call it mom 

Be evil spoken of by they. 

Who, if they brethren are, one day 

Will find the blush, the teardrop come, 

For daring to decide his doom ! 

He may be wrong, but abuse will not 

Untwist the intricate gordian knot ; 

Around him how shall I recount, 

Like streams all issuing from one fount. 

The many sons who taught by him 

Defend and buttress up the scheme ; 

Nor this alone, like him as well. 

Pre-eminent their message tell : — 

sheds his subject full and free. 

Like the gold chains of the laburnum tree. 

sedate, of calmer mood. 

But fragrant as the southernwood. 

whose blossoming time began 

Ere he attained the age of man ; 
Shewing in spring-tide's unripe hour. 
Like the almond tree in the early bower, 
A thing all loveliness and flower. 
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like tlie woodbine climbing high, 



Fragrant in rough simplicity. 

Trim, pert, methodical, short see; 

Banunculus without its powder, he. 
The rose, aye, that is the regal flower, 
Grace of the garden, queen of the bower ; 
I must have that lifting its lovely head, 
I must have the fragrance that doth shed. 
But whom shall I say the rose portrays ? 
I would fain no envious feeling raise ; 
So let each one pluck as he passes here. 
And name the one to him most dear ; 
Meantime I will cull from the Sharon tree, 
And shall be the rose for me. 

But my pen too fasfc is running on, 
My web is wove, my thread is spun, 
My muse her lengthened course has run, 
The task assigned me now is done, — 
May I hope I have offended none ! 



SONNET. 

I WOULD betake me from the world afar, 
To some green soHtude for quiet made ; 
And while the sky-birds carol in the glade, 
And chirp their requiem to the morning star, 
I would bend low before Jehovah's throne. 
To Him unfold the tale of all my care. 
To EKm address the earnest heart-breathed 
prayer, 
And supplicate relief from Him alone. 
The cunning worldling, clothed in all his wiles. 

Is less secure than 1 with God my Friend ; 
Soon he may struggle in the foeman's toils, 
Bnt I shall surely conquer in the end : 
Shall one day burst the bands which now enthral. 
And grateful crown Jehovah Lord of all ! 
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ON THE DEATH OF A MINISTER. 

*' When ye are come to the hrink of the water of Jordan, 
ye shall stand still in Jordan." Josh. iii. 8. 

Of late how many soldiers of the cross 

Hath Christ, their Captain, from the battle-field, 

Called to repose in yon pavilioned sky ! 

There was one, 
I knew and loved him, who had long time stood, 
A standard bearer of the Lord he served ; 
Amid the mockeries of a scomfnl world 
He faithful told the message of his God, 
Raised the white banner of the Prince of Peace, 
High and conspicnons, and announced to all 
Who felt the stirrings of desire within, 
That Calvary held a fountain, in whose wave 
The vilest sinner plunging, rose all pure. 

He dwelt upon the world. 
Giving his errand, unallured by earth 
And all her paltry treasures ; wonder not ! 
He was the inheritor of a brighter throne, 
A better mansion and a wider realm ! 
Away, blind votaries, seeking present joy. 
Who, reckless of the promise of a God, 
Prefer the flickerings of a blighted world 
To the expanded full-blown flower of heaven ! 
The time will come when they, your mightiest, 
Remorseful will esteem less than the dust 
Which stains the balance, all the wealth, and state 
And palaces, and acres earth supplied. 
High as ye rate them now, to their high state 
And wealth unsearchable, who wiser build 
On a to-morrow's joy, their present hopes. 

The pale-browed monarch, messenger of God, 
At last drew nigh, and rudely interfered 
With his loved life's machinery ; 
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Onward borne, resistless and full gladly, 

Came be soon to tbe cold stream of deatb, 

Erom its marge, bis faitb invigored eye 

Bebeld Heaven's gate, and instant stepped to plange ; 

Say, dotb tbe cbill strike fiercely, or dotb now 

Repentant natnre fondly cling to life, 

Tbat be witbdraws it ? No, no, no, bis cbeek 

Wears warm impatience, cbastened down by love. 

His bour is not ! In attitnde and beart 

Expectant, tbus long time sball be remain. 

I was not blessed bere to behold bim, but 

Fnll oft tbe tidings came bow wisbfnyy. 

And yet submissively, be stayed to cross. 

He stood, an Eben-ezer to tbe world : — 

Ob, tbat ber sons would read tbe sculpture tbere, 

Tbat up to deatb tbe Lord is near to help, 

And will He not across tbe current speed ! 

While lingering tbus, one said. 
In tone regretful to tbe expiring saint, 
" Thou art going home ! " " Home," be exclaimed, " oh, 

yes. 
To heaven ! to be with Christ ! Sweet home indeed ! 
But Christ is all its sweetness ! Heaven were drear 
Without my Lord ! " They asked, " If raised to health. 
Say, would you point to any other hope, 
Or preach another gospel ? " Hear bim speak : — 
" I have none, and I know no other hope; 
The gospel which I preached, I had from God ; 
Man never taught me ; and if raised again, 
I'd preach the same, but with more love, more zeal. 
More warm intense devotion — Christ is all ! " 
" You'll soon," one whispered, " reach your high re- 
ward." 
" My high reward," he said ; " I'll tell you where 
I'll take it — to my Jesus' feet, and shout 
Worthy tbe Lamb ! to Him alone tbe praise, 
Tbe glory ! only there ascribe the hosanna ! — 
I depart," be said, "all confident 
That God, who bath supplied my every want, 
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Will keep my wife and children ; to my God, 
My covenant God in Christ, I them commit ! 
I have no fear ! when dies my latest breath, 
I shall be praising ! There is one, my child ! 
Whose birth and life are bitter, all her cup 
Was drawn at Marah's fountain ; when I rise, 
I would enfold her likewise in my arms ! 
Much for her, whose life-day seems all gloom. 
My prayer ascends; may Christ be all her joy I " 

'Twas a dull mom, when that the aged saint 
Had reached his heavenly Canaan was announced. 
I wept ! weak nature coald not stay the tear, 
And yet I grieved not, for I felt assured 
His footstep now was on the golden street, 
Convoyed by seraphs to the ivory throne. 
I heard, methought, heaven's arches echoing loud 
With a glad burst, when from the treasury 
Michael brought forth the palm-branch, harp, and crown 
With which Immanuel decked him, covering him 
With His own robe of whiteness, pointing him 
To a fair mansion by His own right hand. 
And cheering him with these delightful words : — 
" Well done ! thou good and faithful servant, now 
Approach and share My joy ! " 

I was there 
When they consigned his body to the tomb ; 
Unknown, unnoticed 'mid the great, the rich, 
Of the assembled multitude, I dropped 
A warm tear to his memory, and when 
They sketched his history, giving all 
The glory to his Lord, I sent a prayer 
That I might imitate and be as blest. 

Even now, 
In the arena of my memory. 
Conflicting feelings strive ! I grieve, and yet 
Rejoice unfeignedly ! One I loved hath gone, 
But whither gone P When I would paint the place. 
My hand is heavy and my thought is dull ; 
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Eye liath not seen, ear heard, nor hath it e'er 

Been given the imagination to conceive 

The bliss immeasurable laid up in heaven 

For those a Saviour calls ! Jesus ! hear 

The warm petition of my youthful breast ! 

Be thou my God ! my Guide ! among the paths, 

The devious paths which intersect my road, 

Shew the strait portal and the narrow way ! 

Protect me there, and when the enemy 

Would fain divert me to the enchanted ground. 

Let Thy still voice expose him, and at last, 

When every hope, and every trial end. 

When Jordan's furthest shore resounds my step. 

Receive me, Lord ! to dwell with Thee in heaven, 

And welcome me, as Thou dost welcome Thine ! 



«I AM THINE, SAVE ME! 



>i 



From the world's deceitful smile, 
From ambition's hollow guile. 
From the various paths of sin. 
From corruptions found within^ 
From the enticer's dark design. 
Save me, Saviour I I am Thine !. 

In adversity's bleak day. 
In temptation's thorny way, 
In affliction's drear abode. 
In desertion's gloomy road. 
In the hour when cares combine. 
Save me. Saviour ! I am Thine ! 

When I meet my latest foe. 
When I stagger 'neath his blow, 
When I shudder in the wave, 
When I travel through the grave, 
When I rise to bliss divine. 
Save me, Saviour ! I am Thine ! 
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WRITTEN AFTER HEARING A MINISTER OF 

COLOUR. 

I HEARD one preach whose sable face 
Brought stranger scenes to view ; 

And he told a tale of sovereign grace, 
Which he had tasted too. 

He told how Bethlehem's day-star gave 

A beam of heavenly light, 
Revealing Christ, who died to save. 

To faith's enraptured sight. 

He told how in the fountain there 

His sonl was cleansed from sin ; 
And said, none round him need despair, 

Who fain would wash therein. 

He said, and then methought his face 
Beamed with a white man's glow :— 

" Oft foes obtain this pardoning grace. 
For I was once a foe." 

And then he urged the listeners near, 

Ere Jordan's wave was nigh, 
To seek, while yet they sojourned here, 

The hopes which never die. 

And then he prayed, that dark man prayed, 

Warm as a white man could, 
That the tale he told us might be made 

Of efficacious good. 

And it will, I feel assured it will ; 

When that dark man enters heaven, 
He'll rapturous count from Zion's hill 

The converts Grod hath given ! 
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WONDERFUL. 

" His name shall be called Wonderful ! " Isa. ix. 6. 

Wonderful Lord ! at Thy footstool we plead, 
Wonderful mercy Thy suppliants need ; 
Wonderful grace Thou hast many times shewn, 
Wonderful love to us once more make known ; 
Wonderful art Thou in all Thy career, 
Wonderful ere the green world flourished here ; 
Wonderful in the high councils of heaven, 
Wonderful when Thy engagement was given, 
Wonderful sufferings and death to endure, 
Wonderful numbers a crown to procure ; 
Wonderful, when at Thy mandate of old 
Wonderful systems their orbits unrolled ; 
Wonderful, when at Thy mighty decree 
Wonderful caverns confined the deep sea ; 
Wonderful, when from the dust of the earth. 
Wonderful creatures sprang instant to birth ; 
Wonderful, when with rejoicing surveys 
Wonderful seraphs sang anthems of praise ; 
Wonderful, when the first foe shed his blight, 
Wonderful promise of wonderful light ; 
Wonderful, when the drowned valleys were dark. 
Wonderful, vast, anti-typical Ark ; 
Wonderful, when Thy chained Israel deplored, 
Wonderful wonders their freedom restored ; 
Wonderful Captain Thine Israel to lead. 
Wonderful Manna, Thine Israel to feed ; 
Wonderful Cloud to direct in their way, 
Wonderful Pillar their foes to dismay ; 
Wonderful Warrior whose presence secures, 
Wonderful victories always ensures ; 
Wonderful Prophet, and wonderful King, 
Wonderful Priest, a strange offering to bring ; 
Wonderful Altar and wonderful Flame, 
Wonderful Incense and wonderful Lamb ; 
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Wonderful Temple, more glorious than thon, 
Wonderful gem, on Jerusalem's brow ! 
Wonderful, when in the fulness of days 
Wonderful harbingers heralded praise ; 
Wonderful, when Thy life journey begun, 
Wonderful, when a poor Carpenter's Son ; 
Wonderful Child, to whom sages attend, 
Wonderful, when at the grave of Thy friend ; 
Wonderful, filling five thousand with food, 
Wonderful, when at the Baptism flood ! 
Wonderful Healer ! from sickness to save, 
Wonderful stiller of tempest and wave ; 
Wonderful, when in Grethsemane's grove, 
Wonderful instance of wonderful love ! 
Wonderful, standing accused and forlorn, 
Wonderful, bearing reproaches and scorn ; 
Wonderful dying on Calvary's hill. 
Wonderful Pardoner of penitents still ; 
Wonderful Conqueror of death and the tomb, 
Wonderful soaring triumphantly home ; 
Wonderful, when the pearl portals displayed 
Wonderful entrance invitingly made ; 
Wonderful now. Intercessor in heaven. 
Wonderful Giver of every bliss given ; 
Wonderful Ruler of kingdoms and kings. 
Wonderful Author of wonderful things ; 
Wonderful, when the last trumpet hath sounded, 
Wonderful, coming with angels surrounded ; 
Wonderful, when like a shoreless sea. 
Wonderful myriads await Thy decree ; 
Wonderful, rising to glory again. 
Wonderful multitudes filling Thy train ; 
Wonderful, when Thy redeemed shout on high. 
Wonderful, when the glad cherubs reply ; 
Wonderful, while countless ages roll on. 
Wonderful Lord, on a wonderful throne ! 
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EAETH'S SORROWS. 

To build a hope of bliss sxtpreme, 

And think 'twill come to day, 
Then mark it, like a midnight dream, 

Dissolve in shade away ! 
To find a pleasure, long pursued^ 

And which youVe won at last, 
Possess no portion of the good 

Your fancy round it cast. 

These are the sorrows here ! 

To see the friend you most did love, 

To whom you breathed each thought, 
Than morning dew more treacherous prove, 

And be — as he was not ! 
To view him with your bitterest foes 

Unite to work your ill. 
And make the pain your bosom knows 

More deep, more poignant still. 
These are the sorrows here ! 

To watch the last expiring breath 

Of some dear valued one, 
Within whose breast the dart of death 

Its fatal work hath done ! 
To hear the agonizing cry, 

The farewell faintly told, 
Yet feel it right to linger by 

And all the scene behold. 

These are the sorrows here ! 

But, comfort, when hopes blighted die, 

When pleasures lose their glow, 
When cherished friends act treacherously, 
' And death's worst pang we know ! 
Oh, then, to feel within the breast 

A blessed hope : — ere long 
Our souls in heaven's green bowers shall rest 
With all the ransomed throng, 

This soothes the sorrows here ! 
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WELCOME, BROTHER ! 

ADDBESSED TO A MINISTER ON HIS VISIT TO ENGLAND APTEB 

FOBTY YEABS' ABSENCE. 

We welcome thee, Brother ! we welcome thee home. 
The home of thy childhood, the home of thy youth ; 

Thou art come, with the blossoms of age thou art come. 
To tell what the Lord hath told thee of the truth. 

We welcome thee, Brother ! 'tis pleasant to see, 

That over the ocean, afar in the West, 
There are some who esteem the same Jesus as we, 

There are some by our Jesus esteemed and caressed. 

We welcome thee, Brother ! may He who can bless 
Attend with success thy kind mission of love ; 

Thy fatherland Church is in gloom and distress, 
Oh, pray for revivals dispensed from above ! 

We welcome thee. Brother ! come clad in thy might ; 

Here jealousies have overshadowed too long, 
Jerusalem's glories been hidden from sight. 

And praise hath forgotten the solace of song. 

We welcome thee. Brother ! the hills very dry 
Of our Zion cry loud for the dew and the rain ; 

But our shepherds, contending, regard not the cry, 
And brave 'gainst each other don't hear us complain. 

We welcome thee. Brother ! in brotherly love ; 

Dwell 'bove all these bickerings, shunning the strife ; 
Oh, come with the olive leaf, come with the dove, 

And span with a rainbow the clamour of life ! 

We welcome thee. Brother ! and wish thee God speed. 
Oh, may thy last days be thy brightest and best ; 

And when the Lord calls thee, oh, mayest thou indeed 
Like a sun all refulgent sink cloudless to rest ! 
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)N THE DEATH OF A VERY AGED SAINT, 

At last she hath gone to her glory, 

The summons at last hath been given ; 
And now on the pinions of rapture 

She reaches the portals of heaven. 
Hark ! heard you the swell of the anthem, 

Which told that a new voice was there, 
That another bright spirit hath entered 

The glad hallelujah to share ? 

Her eye now beholds the Redeemer, 

In whom was her confidence here ; 
Who nearly a century guided 

Her path in this wilderness drear ; 
Who gave her when youth was but dawning 

The first precious taste of His love ; 
And who welcomes her dow to the fountain, 

The banquet of dainties above. 

She sees (happy spirits before her) 

Full many she loved while below : 
Her Whitefield, whose ecstasies taught her 

Even here almost rapture to know ; 
Her Foster, who led her young spirit 

To ponder God's mercy to man ; 
And Kuntington, scribe well instructed 

The depths of redemption to scan. 

There, clad in his raiment of whiteness, 

And crowned with a diadem too. 
The partner of all her earth's sorrows 

Stands present before her glad view ; 
Behind him two young angels hover. 

They touch their gold harp-strings in praise : — 
She knows the sweet children who left her 

In the budding of infantine days. 

And now on a soft cloud reposing. 
Her eye marks her pilgrimage path. 

And she counts all her stones of remembrance, 
Eben-ezers erected on earth ; 

K 
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Her mind, now nnweakened by distance, 
Marks fresh the deliverance oft shewn, 

Protection so mnch manifested, 
And mercy so freqnently known. 

She sees, too, the prop of her old age. 

Who cheered her last stages of life. 
And those who with tenderness soothed her 

When struggling in death's final strife ; 
And now towards the glory throne soaring, 

I see her all gratitnde move, 
Every blessing for them importuning 

Contained in the chalice of love. 

A clond hath come over my vision. 

The chill of earth's wind comes again, 
And I'm called from the mnsings of heaven 

To strive with the strivings of men ; 
Lord ! hear Thou my ardent petition, 

Thou who hast awakened my love ; 
Oh, fan tbe frail flame tiU it rises 

And joins these loved spirits above ! 



THOUGHT. 

Thought ! 'tis a strange unearthly thing, 

Ofttimes arrayed in care ; 
Oft bearing bright imagining : 

Whence comes it ? tell me where ? 
Although an inmate in my breast, 

I cannot rule its flight ; 
But though a proud, tyrannic guest, 

'Tis cherished with delight. 

It bears me oft to other lands, 

To bygone times of old. 
Where rivers roll o'er golden sands, 

'Mid gems of worth untold ; 
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I view, perhaps, creation's morn, 
When the yonng snn first beamed ; 

Or when on Noah left forlorn 
The earliest rainbow gleamed. 

Then easily a plnnge I take 

Adown the course of years, 
Where struggling in the imprisoning brake 

The appointed ram appears ; 
I see old Abraham part the cord 

That bound his son to death, 
And hear fame's trumpet sounding loud 

This noblest act of faith. 

I turn and look, a different hill 

A different scene supplies. 
And wondrous things in nature tell 

A wondrous person dies. 
Lord ! not alone in fancy's glass 

I would this vision see — 
Let Calvary's self before me pass. 

And speak, Thou diedst for me ! 

Anon with thought's strong wing I soar, 

Where tread the seraphs* feet ; 
Imagination bursts the door. 

And walks each glittering street ; 
I view the dazzling sons of light 

Which Deity surround, 
And, raptured with the pleasant sight, 

Amongst them would be found. 

All this hath thought the power to do ; 

So, when I'm left alone, 
I bid it sketch some cheering view, 

And straight the thing is done. 
Say not that solitude is drear, — 

Beneath the forest bowers 
I speak, and thousand scenes appear 

To while away the hours ! 
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I thank Thee, Lord, who didst bestow 

This heavenly gifb on me ; 
Let me devote its powers to shew 

My gratitude to Thee ! 
Let me not fritter all away 

Its strength on paltry things, 
But mase npon Eterniiy, 

And on the King of kings. 



THE DEAD CHILD. 

I HAD seen with strong feelings of pleasure 

Life light np the glance of its eye. 
When the mother smiled over her treasure, 

Nor deemed that her darling could die. 

Now trouble's more thrilling emotion 
Unlocked the best fountain of tears. 

And I thought on life's changeable ocean 
How frequently sorrow appears. 

I saw the bereaved mother gazing 

On the babe, 'twas her first one had gone ; 

And I told her her infant was praising 
Before the Almighty One's throne. 

I told, but it stayed not vny weeping. 

Could I think 'twould her tear-drops restrain ? 

Then I said, The dear child is but sleeping. 
And more lovely will waken again. 

The mother looked out from her dreaming : 

I said, It will wake in yon sky! 
She smiled, but had vanished the beaming 

Which glanced in her beautiful eye. 

Oh, 'twas long ere the paleness of sorrow 

Permitted the hue of delight. 
And delight, when it came, seemed to borrow 

Some shades of a sorrowful night. 
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GO TO THY UNKNOWN GRAVE, OLD YEAE 

Go to thy unknown grave, old year ! 

With all thy sorrows go ! 
Thy mantle is stained with many a tear 

Thy rough hand forced to flow ; 
Thon hast withered many a golden flower 

Which laughed in the pride of spring, 
And burst the bright promise of many an hour 

With disappointment's sting. 

Go to thy unknown grave, old year ! 

With all thy pleasures go ! 
Some sunshine rays the gloom to cheer 

Thou didst on all bestow; 
Thy deserts contained some spots of green. 

Where silvery streams did roll ; 
And amid thy storms some hopes serene 

Did calm the troubled soul. 

Go to thy unknown grave, old year ! 

We do not ask thy stay ; 
For thine exit brings a step more near 

The realms of a cloudless day ; 
Thy sorrows should teach the soul to aspire, 

To yonder glad abode ; 
And thy fleeting joys inflame desire 

For endless bliss with God. 

Go to thy unknown grave, old year ! 

And as the future come. 
May brighter and clearer to faith appear 

Our mansion past the tomb ! 
' He who commissioned time to shake 

Thy periods from his wing, 
Calls by thy death-knell man to awake 

And seek the Saviour-king. 
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Cro to th J nnknofwn grave, old year ! 

Impatient trayeUers we ; 
Ye are each a lingmng charioteer 

We long onr Lord to see ! 
Oh, tfll we reach the appointed goal. 

And till we soar to heaven ; 
Speed, speed, and then by the raptured sonl 

Shall abundant thanks be given ! 



THE RETUBNED BACKSLIDER. 

I SAW him pray : a gentle child 
At his mother's footstool bending. 

And the seraph throng, delighted, smiled 
When they marked the prayer ascending. 

I saw him pray : youth yet was new, 

But care his brow had shaded. 
And the cheeks his mother loved to view 

Had now untimely faded. 

I saw him pray, when sin had gained 

A fearful conquest o'er him ; 
When pale remorse within him reigned. 

And darkness was before him. 

I saw him pray : his fervent prayer 
Soared high to heaven's dominion ; 

Eager to tell its errand there, 
It stretched its widest pinion. 

I saw him pray : an answer came, 
Bemorse and darkness vanished ; 

Hope fed again the expiring flame. 
And joy was no more banished. 

I saw him pray: once more a child 
At his Saviour's footstool bending ; 

And now from earth's cold dreary wild 
I see it oft ascending. 
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ON THE DEPARTUEE TO GLORY OF 
REV. J I . 

'* Bonro^ving most of all . . . that they should see his face no 

more." Acts xx. 38. 

'TwAS on the day 
Sacred to the remembrance of the death 
Of Zion's Lord on Calvary, a throng 
Of Zion's children gathered round the grave, 
Tearful consigning to the narrow house 
The loved remains of one most dearly loved, 
Their under shepherd, who, his work fulfilled, 
Had soared to heaven and home and happiness, 
Leaving them in their feelings all alone. 

They wept ; they did not try to stay the tear, 
For Zion's Lord had wept o'er Lazarus, 
Thus demonstrating 'tis no sin to weep. 
They wept ! not for their under shepherd gone. 
But for themselves, that they should see no moro 
Their father, pastor, friend, until in heaven, 
All earth's relationships absorbed in bliss. 
They should unite in the delightful song 
Their father, pastor, friend, had taught them here. 
They wept, in recollection of the hours. 
The happy hours, through thirty- three brief years, — 
His length of ministry, Christ's length of life, — 
When listening to his voice, they heard him preach 
Salvation, certain, sovereign, free, and full. 
And in ecstatic accents loud proclaim 
The purpose and the power of Zion's King. 

" Well I remember," thus a grey-haired saint 
To one as silvery, " that delightful day, 
When first assembled in the sanctuary. 
Our Joseph, in the strength of manhood then. 
Loud published to a listening multitude 
That gospel, which unchanging and unchanged 
He faithfully maintained all through his course ; 
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I was then young, young in the pilgrim's path 
And young in years, but I had loved the Lord, 
And tasted He was gracious, and I loved 
The faithful servant for the Master's sake. 
And shall his memory love ; oh ! he was blessed 
Above the common run of ministers. 
With larger gifts, and yet more large success, 
And Camberwell shall never cease to know 
A prophet of the Lord within her dwelt I " 

" And I remember," said another then, 
A man in life's full vigour, " years ago, 
Wandering upon a Sabbath holiday. 
Careless I turned with others to the Grove ; 
They left, pursuing the intended walk ; 
I only stayed ; I could not, would not leave ; 
I was arrested with the burning words, 
Heart-stricken with the fervour and the love, 
Which proved the preacher was, beyond a doubi^ 
Heaven's owj ambassador to men ; 1 stayed, 
And have abode ; how dear to me 
The place where first I heard of sovereign grace ! 
The preacher, who first warned me of my way ! 
Who told the peril and the Refuge too, 
Pointing my soul to Jesus ! " 

Meekly another whispered : " All my life 
Have I assembled with God's people here ; 
My parents loved him, always followed him, 
And, when I was a babe, by him baptized. 
They gave me to the Saviour ; childhood's years 
Each Sabbath saw me, by my parents brought, 
Here worshipping ; thoughtless, long I heard, 
But hope, and faith, and love, and confidence, 
Gradual upsprang; I cannot tell you when; 
Gradual my Saviour drew me, drew with love, 
Sealing His servant's words with power divine 
On my young heart, so that I can declare 
Whereas I once was blind I now can see ! 
Dear to me is the Lord, my parents' God, 
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Dear is their pastor, who was likewise mine, 
Dear is this house, holy and beautiful, 
Where we together listened, praised, and prayed. 
And ever will be dear ! " 

'* I am a stranger,'' said a wayworn man, 
In country garb, in country accents too ; 
" I never heard his voice ; I ne'er before 
Beheld the chapel where so long he preached ; 
But far away, in my benighted home, 
Where leaders blind presume the blind to lead, 
His Jazer caught my eye ; the page was blest ; 
Like Sychar's daughter, soon to all around 
I told the tidings, and in company, 
'Midst much reviling, we assembled oft. 
And read his works together. When I heard 
That Jesus Christ had beckoned Jazer home, 
I straight determined, though the way was long, 
To come and drop a tear upon his grave. 
And 'mongst his flock acknowledge grace received 
Through him, who dead, may still to many speak, 
As thus he spoke to me ! " 

And may I add my testimony too : — 
Well I remember many years bygone. 
One summer Sabbath eve, when life was young, 
I journeyed many a mile from where I dwelt 
To listen to the shepherd of the Grove. 
Well I remember, and shall ne'er forget 
His subject and his sermon on that day ; 
And when in after years I chose a home, 
I chose it near his tent, that I might share 
His counsels, and his cautions, and his love ; 
But God is sovereign in His works and ways ; 
Jazer had spoken once, and though I heard 
Often with rapture and delight, 1 heard 
Never again as then. 

E[is work is done ! the soldier of the Cross, 
The undaunted champion of the battle-fleld, 
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The ever wakeful watclimaii on the walls, 
The Boanerges in his Master's cause, 
The accredited ambassador of heaven, 
Retires &om care and conflict, toU and pain, 
And entering his pavilion of repose, 
Beceives the robe, the laurel, and the harp. 
The approbation, and the smile of God ! 
His work is done ! the triumph now begins. 
The long eternity of blessedness. 
Where, ever new, the one unvarying song, 
Worthy the Lamb ! shall fill the blood-bought soul 
With rapture and with love. His work is done ! 
The Saviour's plaudit hath been freely given : 
**Weli done, thou good and faithful servant! enter 
heaven ! " 

Saviour ! 'tis Thine, the sole prerogative. 
To reign and rule in Zion, calling home 
From Zion in the wilderness Thy saints. 
To Zion in the sunshine, when Thou wilt. 
We praise and bless Thee as Thy saints advance 
And pass within the glory ; yea, we long 
To leave the desert and be with Thee too ; 
But while we dwell in Mesech, while our tents 
Are pitched in Baca's vale we come to Thee, 
Fountain exhaustless for Thy people's need ! 
Encouraged come, to tell Thee all we want. 
Hast Thou not said : Where two or three unite 
They shall not vainly ask ? Saviour ! a throng, 
A multitude, yea, aU the sorrowing flock. 
On this Thy favoured hill, with other folds 
Of Thy one flock, who sympathise with them. 
Unitedly beseech Thy mercy throne. 
That Thou, Chief Shepherd ! in their loneliness, 
Now that they have no under shepherd's care. 
Will be Thyself their Shepherd specially ! 
Let them Thy latest promise realize. 
The gifts and guidance of the Comforter ! 
Let heaven's refreshing breezes frequently, 
Bustling amid the branches of the Tree 
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Whose fruit and leaves are for Thy Zion's health, 
And Zion's rich provision, lavishly 
Supply ahundance, while the crystal stream, 
The river flowing from the throne of God, 
Meandering, shall afford unfailing draughts 
Of life's pure water ; and in Thine own time 
Answer the supplications of Thy saints. 
Granting an under shepherd, one like him, 
Faithful to God, and faithful to His cause. 
Bold, active, fervent, zealous, gifted, true. 
So that this little hill, like Carmel's brow. 
Wet with the dew of heaven, may manifest 
The truthfulness of those delightful words 
With which he opened here his ministry : 
" I, the Almighty ! will My footstool niake. 
Conspicuously a glory ! " 



BEFORE PRAYEE. 

Faith ! take the prayer I bend to breathe. 
And soar with strengthened wing 

Up to the higher sanctuary. 
And give it to the King ! 

Ask for the incense Calvary yields. 

To shed a rich perfume ; 
That to the Lord acceptably 

The broken sounds may come ! 

Ask for the Intercessor's aid ! 

Ask, argue, wrestle, plead ! 
If He consent, 'tis Godhead with 

Himself doth intercede. 

Then will the prayer an answering gain :— 

Now bends my waiting knee, 
Spirit Jehovah ! dictate words 

Which shall approved be. 
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AN EASTER HYMN. 

What a loud buret of rapturous praise 
Shook the high vault of heaven, 

Wheu, past the three appointed days, 
The sepulchre was riven. 

Wondered the bands of every name 

Which people yonder sky, 
When to our earth Immanuel came ; 

But when they saw Him die. 

Then reigned on each seraphic face 

Astonishment supreme ; 
The scheme to save a fallen race 

Was mystery to them. 

They saw apostate spirits hurled 

To horrid gulfs of woe; 
And angels thought a guilty world 

Would equal ruin know. 

Justice upraised her vengeful sword, 
When from the middle throne 

Steps a new victim ! speaks the Lord :— 
"My sufferings shall atone!" 

He left the glittering realms of light, 

In flesh His glory veiled ; 
Hell pondered at the amazing sight, 

And asked, hath Eden failed ? 

He walked a man 'mongst men on earth ; 

Refused, despised by them ; 
The casket they thought little worth, 

Enclosed Heaven's richest gem ! 

He died ! by man He came to save : 
By man His blood was spilt ; 

Lo ! Calvary tastes a purple wave. 
Ordained to cleanse from guilt. 
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He sojourned, grave ! thy bounds within, 

Who knows His doings there ? 
He conquered Satan, death, and sin, 

Then burst to upper air ! 

He rose, the glorious work is done ! 

Heaven shouts a welcome home ; 
And speaks the Father to the Son : — 

For man there now is room ! 



BYMN. 

GoxJLD I obtain a Pisgah sight 

Of the celestial fields, 
And taste the unalloyed delight 

The golden city yields ; 

Could I on eagle pinions soar 

Yon distant cloud above. 
And gaze within the pearly door, 

That hides the land of love ; 

Could I, beneath life's fragrant tree, 

Life's crystal river near, 
The pleasures of the ransomed see, 

Their glad hosannas hear ; 

And while these prospects glorious break 

Upon my ravished view. 
Could I but hear the Saviour speak : — 

These joys are all for you ! 

How frail, how valueless would seem 
Thy boasted treasures, Earth ! 

Thy honours, each an empty name ! 
Thy wealth, how little worth ! 

Then vainly should thy sorrows strive 
To clothe my brow with gloom ; 

Like a glad pilgrim I would live, 
Anticipating home. 
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AN EVENING THOUGHT. 

Star-oemhed floor of the land I love ! 

Tell me, and tell me now, 
What are the many glittering pearls 

Which hang on thy jewelled brow ? 

Schoolmen write in the lettered page 

That each is a world like onrs ; 
Bat where sky-birds siog superior songs, 

In more delightfal bowers. 

Where the wolf and the lamb in concord meet ; 

Where the leopard harmless lives ; 
And where undewed with the sweat of man 

The field its harvest gives. 

Where sin hath shed no withering blight 

Where death no entrance gains ; 
Where the men of a thousand years ago 

Still bound across the plains. 

Many, if such ye be, fair worlds, 

Would ask no brighter doom 
Than within your gorgeous palaces 

To spend a lasting home. 

So let them ; more ambitious, I 

More towering wishes frame ; 
I would not dwell in these, but with 

The Lord of all of them ! 

They may be near to the pearly gates, 

They may stand close to heaven ; 
But who would live in the servant's lodge. 

If the Mansion House were given ? 
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VERSES TO A YOUNG RELATION. 

The world is opening to thee, dear, 

It seems aU fresh and bright, 
And all aronnd, and far and near, 

Seem big with new delight. 
Thy days are in life's pleasant spring, 

When blooming are its flowers. 
And joyons birds of shining wing 

Bedeck life's emerald bowers. 

Dear child ! enjoy it while it stays, 

And may its stay be long ; 
In youth and in matnrer days 

May gladness tnne the song. 
I wonld not breathe the slightest word, 

Life's early joys to shade ; 
But rather pray the blight deferred, 

'Neath which its pleasures fade. 

I love the spring, yes, still to me 

Its azure skies are dear ; 
I love the young green fields to see. 

The merry birds to hear. 
But when amid its blooms I rove. 

And hear its warblers sing. 
There comes a whisper through the grove 

Life has no second spring ! 

Remember then, dear child, this truth 

In these your springtide hours; 
And in the joyousness of youth. 

In life's perennial bowers, 
Remember in a holier home. 

In other brighter spheres. 
There lives a spring of fadeless bloom, 

A life undimmed by tears. 
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And majest thoa in these early days 

Attain the earnest given, 
Learn here the dialect of praise, 

The language known in heaven ; 
There mayest thou realize a spring 

No winters ere invade, 
There in the presence of the King 

Taste joys that never fade. 



HEAVEN. 

Roll back thy mantle, cloudy sky, 
Oppose no more my anxious eye, 

Which fain would heaven behold ; 
Exhibit to my wonderiog sight 
The seraph choir, the hills of light. 

The streets of barnished gold. 

I long to catch a dazzling view. 

And gaze the heavenly mansions through. 

The broad celestial fields ; 
Dissolved in raptare I would see 
The wonderful life-giving tree, 

Which various treasures yields. 

Bat most my soul would look upon 
Immanuel, on His sapphire throne : — 

Clouds, you have not unrolled ! 
No, vainly strive our mortal eyes. 
They cannot pierce the mysteries, 

They cannot heaven behold ! 

Then patient I will bend the knge. 
And trust this better land to see 

When death's bleak wave is past ; 
Then may I 'mid its pleasures roam. 
Then find it my delightful home. 

My resting-place at last ! 



TENDRILS. 1 45 



JOr IN HEAVE X. 



Behold, with joyful pinions spread, 

Yon hastening seraph fly ; 
He leaves the dazzling snn behind. 

And soars above the sky. 

See while heaven's throngs inquiring gaze. 

The willing doors unfold ; 
But yet he speaks not, for the news 

Must first to Q-od be told. 

Bending before the ivory throne, 

His homage now is given ; 
And then he tells, a child of earth 

Is seen an heir of heaven. 

Silence ! he speaks : " Long time, Grod ! 

He roamed the paths of sin, — 
Her flowery paths, — and sought for bliss 

Ambition's fane within ; 

" But tribulation touched his brow 
With deepened furrows there ; 

He thought to glean delights from earth. 
He gathered only care. 

"Now, washed in Calvary's crimson fount, 

He waits, a sparkling gem. 
To soar from earth, and glittering deck 

Salvation's diadem." 

Well-pleased the listening Godhead hears 
What His right hand hath done ; 

And mingled streams of praise and joy 
Through heaven's bright circles run. 

And then they sing : " Thy kingdom, Lord 

Extending shall extend ; 
Till all Thy ransomed are brought nigh, 

And at Thy footstool bend." 



f 
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SABBATH MELODIES. 

'TwAS a lovely Sabbath evening, 

When snmmer-tide was young, 
We gathered in our village home 

With instrument and song. 
And while our open window gave 

The fragrance and the view. 
While countless birds their concert made, 

We made our concert too. 

We sang hosannas full of praise, 

Thanksgivings full of love. 
And aspirations that we all 

Might meet in heaven above. 
Each chose the anthem each liked best. 

And first a youthful maid 
Sang sweetly, with a trembling voice. 
These verses, half afraid : 

" ^Tis a point I long to know. 

Oft it causes anxious thought, 
Bo I love the Lord or no? 
Am I His, or am I not f " 

Then followed, confident but calm, 

One yet in life's glad spring, 
Bravely acknowledging his true 
Allegiance to heaven's King. 
He sang, in firm and dauntless note, 
The challenge Doddridge penned. 
Turning from wealth and home, to preach 
Jesus, the sinners* Friend : 

" Hast Thou a lamh in all Thy flock 
I would disdain to feed ? 
Hast Thou a foe before whose face 
I fear Thy cause to plead?'* 

Another, intellectual, pale. 

Deep thought upon his brow. 
To heathen nations longed to bear 

Salvation's message now. 



TENDRILS. J 47 

The mercy lie had sought and fotind 

He would the world should share, 
His anthem therefore all comprised , 

The need, the wish, the prayer : 

" From Greenland's icy mountains. 
From India's coral strand, 
WJiere Afric's sunny fountains 
Boll down their golden sand.'* 

Was touched again the tender chords. 

While with exulting breath 
One sang the victory o'er the grave, 

The splintered sting of death. 
Long she had felt affliction's pang. 

Long known the Saviour's love ; 
And now she sang triumphantly 

Her sure ascent above : 

" Vital spark of heavenly flame, 

Quit, oh, quit this mortal frame! 
Trembling f hoping, lingering, flying, 
Ohy the pain, the bliss of dying ! " 

Her anthem seemed a magic spell : 

We conversed then of heaven, 
Of all its glories, all its joys. 

And the glad entrance given. 
Till one with reverent locks of grey 

Said, Let us sing of Home ! 
Where there are no more partings, where 

No pain, no sorrow come : 

" Hean)en is that holy, liappy place, 
Where sin no more defiles, 
Where Ood unveils His blissful face. 
And looks and loves and smiles.'* 

Evening was drawing to its close, 

The moon was shining fair, 
Now sing, exclaimed a little child. 

Our usual evening prayer. 
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We scarce could read the opened page, 

But well the words we knew ; 
We felt we realized access, 

We felt the answering too : 

" Saviour ! breathe an evening blessing. 
Ere repose our spirits seal, 
Sin and want we come confessing, 

Thou canst save, and Thou canst Jieal.'^ 



A NEW YEAR'S HYMN FOR CHILDREN. 

AiMiGHTr Father ! from Thy glittering throne, 
With condescending glance on us look down ; 
Deign to regard Thy children's feeble prayer, 
And let us each a new year's blessing share. 

Thou didst when sojourning, Lord, below, 
To little children frequent favour shew ; 
The same kind love, the same sweet smile display. 
And suffer us to come as well as they. 

Ere long the dreary winter will be gone. 
And springtide flowers again the fields adorn ; 
Give us a new year's gift, and let us be 
Decked with the flowers of meek humility. 

The summer sun will soon delightful shine. 
The birds again their joyous notes combine ; 
Teach us with equal gratitude to sing 
Harmonious praises to our heavenly King. 

And when the ripened fruit upon the trees 
Hangs on the boughs and glistens in the breeze. 
Remembering Thou dost every good impart, 
Lord ! give to each of us a thankful heart. 

Thus shall our praise like fragrant inceose rise, 
And, thus while travelling homewards to the skies, 
We shall be learning that glad song of love, 
The anthem happy spirits sing above. 
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SANCTIFIED SORROW. 

The Lord is good, a stronghold in the day ol trouble." 

Nahum i. 7. 

The Lord is merciful and good, 

And hath been so me ; 
He heard me when I rode the wave 

Of tribulation's sea. 

I asked that He at once would speak 

The billows into rest ; 
And bid the exile joy return 

To my expecting breast. 

I urged, but still the tempest dashed 

Upon my aching brow ; 
I thought my God a tyrant then ; 

I think Him gracious now. 

He taught me, when the winds were high. 

Earth's pleasures all were vain ; 
They bring but little joy, and leave 

Aji after-scorch of pain. 

He taught me in that trying hour, 

True peace was only found 
Beyond thy sable shores, world ! 

Beyond thy cheerless bound ! 

He taught me then the voice of prayer. 

And bent the obdurate knee ; 
My first petition rose amidst 

The rushing of that sea ! 

I cried : Lord ! my hopes, my fears, 

My all, myself I bring ; 
Lord ! wilt Thou smile acceptably, 

On such a worthless thing ! 

Perform Thy will, Almighty God ! 

And let that will be mine ! 
Protect me when the billows rise, 

And when the sunbeams shine ! 



.X 



150 TENDEILS. 

Now thongli the tempest frequent breaks 

Upon my little bark ; 
Though many a day is comfortless, 

And many an hour is dark, 

I know not now the black despair, , 

I feel not now the gloom ; 
I've found I'm but a stranger here, 

A sojourner from home. 

My home ! sweet homo ! its emerald gates. 
When will they, Lord ! unclose. 

And give me my eternity 
Of pleasure and repose ! 



THE INVOLUNTARY BLESSING. 

See where the hireling prophet stands. 

With dark, malignant brow. 
Frowning on Israel's favoured bands. 

Which stud the plains below. 

The withering curse, the potent spell, 

Which 6a] ak waits to hear. 
He vainly twists his tongue to tell, 

For Israel's God is near. 

Who shall describe the rage which stirred 

Great Zipper's greater son. 
When he profusest blessings heard 

On those he wished undone ? 

The bribe was large ; uncounted gold, 

The heavier ban to buy ; 
But Balaam utters bliss untold. 

Pledged by the Lord Most High ! 

" How goodly, Jacob ! are thy tents, 

As gardens by the river ; 
Salvation's star ariseth thence, 

And thou art blest for ever ! " 
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THE SWELLINGS OF JORDAN. 

**How wilt thou do in the swelling of Jordan ?'* 

Jeb. xii. 5. 

Lord ! not yet roll near my dwelling 

Death's dark separating wave ; 
Ere I gasp in Jordan's swelling, 

Tell noie, Thou hast died to save ! 

If the chilly stream be glistening 

In the sxinshine of Thy smile ; 
If my parting soul be listening 

To Thy whisperings the while ; 

If bright cherubs round my pillow 

Messages of comfort bring ; 
If I see, beyond the billow. 

Heaven, the palace of my King ; 

If I know, by faith made certain, 

I shall thither wing my flight, 
When hath dropt life's lingering curtain, 

When the world departs from sight : — 

Pleasant then would be departing, 

Weeping Mends, adieu ! adieu ! 
Why are tears of sorrow starting ? 

It is I should weep for you ! 

Fancy, Lord, hath sketched a dying, 
Oh, how glorious, rapturous, blest ! 

Like a ransomed exile flying 
To the land he loves the best ! 

Lord ! bestow the preparation ! 

Teach and chasten, here I am ; 
Only give me Thy salvation ! 

Save me through the risen Lamb ! 

Then roll near my ready dwelling 

Death's anticipated stream. 
Glad I'll plunge amid the swelling. 

All depending upon Him ! 
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PRAISE. 



Praise ye the Lord ! your glad hosannas raise ! 
Praise Him, my soul, for thou hast cause to praise ! 
Praise the great Founder of earth, sea and air ! 
Praise the Creator of all creatures there ! 
Praise Him for life ; for every fleeting breath ; 
Praise for deliverance from the sting of death ! 
Praise for the blessings thou hast known on earth ! 
Praise for revealing those of richer worth ! 
Praise Him ! the sojourners in Zion's road 
Praise without ceasing should their Father God ! 
Praise for direction in life's 'wildering way. 
Praise for the flame by night, the cloud by day ; 
Praise shrouded 'neath adversity's dark gloom ; 
Praise, should prosperity to cheer thee come ; 
Praise when thy pathway is a vale of tears ; 
Praise Him, who silences your doubts and fears ; 
Praise, when the radiant sunshine gilds your sonl, 
Praise, for the sunbeams shine at His control ! 
Praise Him who stayed you in sin's dangerous road, 
Praise Him who told you of yon bright abode ; 
Praise Him who breathed the first desires which rose, 
Praise Him, the fount whence every good wish flows ; 
Praise Him, the only God-acknowledged way, 
Praise for the blessings of the gospel day ; 
Praise for the faith's view thou hast gained of heaven ; 
Praise for the hope of a bright entrance given ; 
Praise for the palm-branch and the crown above, 
Praise for the mansions in the land of love ; 
Praise when you enter Jordan's border wave, 
Praise Him who died on Calvary to save ! 
Praise when you safely reach the further shore. 
Praise Him who wafted you in safety o'er ! 
Praise, when heaven's convoy meets to lead yon on. 
Praise when you bend before the eternal throne ; 
Praise, louder than archangels be your song ! 
Praise, higher than the white-robed seraph throng ! 
Praise rapturous, they redemption never knew ! 
Praise ! ecstasies of praise should rise from you ! 
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Praise, bursting from the harpstring, timbrel, voice ! 
Praise till heaven's arches echo with your joys ! 



ON THE DEATH OF A YOUTH. 

He hath gone to the purchased possession. 

He hath soared to the palace above, 
And, out of the reach of transgression, 

He tastes the f mition of love ; 
A trophy of mercy, he's singing 

Redemption's fiiU chorus on high. 
Loud praising Jehovah for bringing 

His soul to the home in the sky. 

I saw him when life was but dawning, 

When health lent a bloom to his face. 
I saw him again, 'twas yet morning. 

But his sun had nigh finished its race ; 
He had followed the voice of temptation. 

The siren who sings to betray. 
And, withered by sad degradation, 

ELis bloom had all gone to decay. 

Boast not, ye who never have wallowed 

In outward enormities base, 
That because ye have rectitude followed, 

Ye are therefore entitled to grace ; 
I have learnt that though mercy restraining 

Hath guarded my footsteps from fall. 
My heart, the same evils containing, 

Is prone to relapse into all. 

Almighty ! we praise Thee, Thy favour, 

Independent of merit or sin, 
Hath provided a suitable Saviour 

To bring thy poor wanderers in ; 
And when in the mansions of glory 

We unite in hosannas of praise. 
All then will proclaim the same story : — 

Salvation is wholly of grace ! 



154 TENDRILS. 



FREE-WILL, 

Let others sing, in notes of lofty praise, 
The riches and the glory of free grace ; 
They may retain the exclusive anthem still, 
We will endeavour to exalt free-will. 

Salvation, if the Scripture page speaks true, 
Salvation owes its origin thereto ; 
And if we trace the subject to the end, 
'Twill prove throughout the sinner's real friend. 

What was it but unbribed, unbought free-will 
Called the first council on yon heavenly hill ? 
And what but His unbiassed will could move 
The Almighty Father in His acts of love ? 

Did not Immanuel leave His sparkling throne. 
And glittering splendours of His equal crown ; 
Prompted thereby to bear the scourge, the mock. 
And saved, because He would, His purchased flock ? 

Yea, when suspended on the accursed tree, 
Free-will in Jesus reigned triumphantly ; 
Death, men, and devils vainly had combined, 
Had not Christ willingly His life resigned ! 

And willingly the Spirit doth reveal. 
Unsought, unasked. His influences we feel ; 
He breathes whene'er He will upon the soul, 
And a new heavenly life pervades the whole. 

And willingly the sinner life receives. 
And willingly the enlightened mind believes ; 
Most willingly, for every hell-forged chain 
Doth with the Spirit's entrance burst in twain. 

One little blunder foolish mortals make. 
They fain the glory of free-will would take ; 
Free-will belongs to God ; we at our birth 
Are bom in bondage, when we are bom to earth 
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« THY BROTHER AARON DOTH SPEAK 

WELL ! " 

And liast thou, when thy trembling feet 

Have borne thee to the place of prayer, 
Fallen prostrate at the mercy seat, 

Without a word to whisper there ? 
Faint not ! thy elder Brother views 

The gushing tear, the bosom*s swell. 
And these will eloquently use: 

Thy Brother Aaron speaketh well ! 

Despair not, though thy stammering tongue 

Can only urge a broken sigh, 
Thy Lord will scatter perfume on, 

And bear aloft that feeble cry ; 
The language of a contrite groan, 

Thy interceding Lord can tell, 
And when He pleads them at the throne. 

Thy Brother Aaron speaketh well ! 

Well, when He shews each scarlet sign, 

His hands, His feet, His bosom bear. 
And tells for thee. His brow divine 

A coronet of thorns did wear ; 
These silent keep in constant view, 

His death on blushing Calvary's lull. 
And when He says, He died for you. 

Thy Brother Aaron speaketh well ! 
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"DO AS THOU HAST SAID!" 

2 Sam. vii. 25. 

Like the ploughed field, Lord, my hearty 

Prepared, awaits the sower's hand ; 
The promised blessing now impart. 

And smile upon the longing land ; • 
I feel Thou hast a work begun ; 

1 live, who once was wholly dead ; 
Oh, follow on Thy gracious plan : 

Almighty ! do as Thou hast said ! 

I want no other scheme but Thine, 

Thy free salvation suits my case ; 
Let me but see that Christ is mine, 

Let me but realize Thy grace ; 
My softened heart awaits the seal. 

My soul acknowledges her need, 
Thy Spirit's impress let me feel : 

Almighty ! do as Thou hast said ! 

Profusely in the sacred word 

Shine promises just fit for me. 
But unbelief restrains me, Lord ! 

And I would grasp as well as see ; 
Apply Thy power, and bring them near, 

Oh, let them be as heavenly bread ; 
Like living waters, let them cheer : 

Almighty ! do as Thou hast said ! 

" The appointed vision soon shall come. 

It shall not stay," Thy word declares ; 
Its speedier advent through the gloom 

Has been the theme of many prayers ; 
And yet again on suppliant knee 

I ask, Thy powerful influence shed ! 
Let the bright moment present be ! 

Almighty ! do as Thou hast said ! 
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" I will give power, and strength increased, 

To fainting souk who have no might ; J^ 
And where cold darkness pains the breast. 

Will turn that darkness into light ; " 
Lord ! such am I, all dark, all weak ; 

'Mongst doubts and fears 1 stumbling tread ; 
Now the reviving mandate speak ! 

Almighty ! do as Thou hast said ! 

" I will be always with you, I 

Will never leave, will ne*er forsake ; 
And earth-bom cares in vain shall try. 

The peace which I bestow, to break ; '* 
Delightful words ! Lord ; dwell with me ! 

Let me be always by Thee led ! 
Crowned with that peace, oh, let me be ! 

Almighty ! do as Thou hast said ! 

" Yea, whatsoever in My name 

Ye ask (saith Christ), it shall be given ;" 
Saints : loud your heritage proclaim ! 

Thus dowried with the wealth of heaven ! 
Encouraged thus, 1 urge my prayer, 

While that dear name alone I plead. 
Assured acceptance let me share ! 

Almighty ! do as Thou hast said ! 

Let me, when bending at the throne. 

Feel the reality of faith ! 
Enlighten me in Christ the Son, 

To credit what the Scripture saith ! 
I long to know the word. Thy word ! 

I long upon its truths to feed ! 
Speak with convincing power, O Lord ! 

Almighty ! do as Thou hast said ! 
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ENCOURAGEMENT. 

Child of earth ! thy brow of care 
Tells that sorrow revels there ; 
Tells that in thy throbbing breast 
Trouble is a frequent guest ; 
That seldom doth the cheering smile 
Of happiness thy path beguile ; 
That joy a stranger is to thee, 
All lonely in thy misery ! 

Child of earth ! there is a land, 
Beyond death's darksome border strand, 
Where care and sorrow never gloom. 
Where tribulation cannot come ; 
Where happiness is always found, 
For 'tis her own dear native groand ; 
Where bowers, and groves, and minstrelsy. 
Would charm away thy misery. 

Child of earth ! dost thou desire. 
And would thy ardent soul inquire, 
How shall I reach this land of bliss ; 
Oh, tell me where this region is ? 
Give me the pinions of a dove, 
That I may all these pleasures prove ! 
Give me the strength of an eagle's breast, 
To soar to this bright land of rest ! 

Child of earth ! a dove's light wings. 
An eagle's strength, are useless things ; 
They cannot bear thee on to God, 
And I have painted His abode. 
Thy soul, to gain admission there. 
Must urge the frequent contrite prayer ; 
Must plead a righteousness unknown 
To sinners proud, who plead their own. 

Child of earth ! thrice happy thou ! 
Chased is care from off thy brow ; 
Should thy prayer an answer gain, 
Shouldst thou righteousness obtain ! 
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Shonldst thoa, confident in faith, 
Feel assured that after death, 
Heaven's brighit mansions full in view, 
Wait prepared, prepared for yon ! 

Son of God ! thy title then ; 
Ceased thy fellowship with men. 
Though a sojourner below, 
In a land of various woe ; 
Hope shall calm thy troubled soul, 
While the waves of sorrow roll ; 
Pointing onward, far away, 
To a glad eternity ! 



SUBMISSION. 

At this dread hour. Almighty God ! 

When every hope hath died ; 
Oh, may the pillar of the cloud 

Be present at our side ! 

Be near to mark the appointed way 
Where Thou wouldst have us go ; 

What is Thy will, this fearful day. 
We pray Thee, Lord, to shew. 

Helpless, we bend before Thy throne. 
Lord ! hear our ardent cries ! 

For help to Thee, to Thee alone, 
We raise our tearful eyes. 

Or if Thou bast ordained that now 
Our bark shaU shipwrecked be ; 

While the rough waves of sorrow flow, 
Our souls would look to Tbee. 

Do not desert us, dearest Lord ! 

Be Thou our portion still ! 
We trust not now the withering gourd, 

Our refuge is Thy will ! 
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THE SOUL'S IMMORTALITY. 

This fair and pleasant world one day, 
Shrivelled by flame, will melt away : 
Its green-clad fields will lose their glow. 
Its crystal rivers cease to flow. 

Then will the bright resplendent snn 
Call in its beams, their errand done ; 
"Will yield his light to Grod who gave, 
And sink to some inglorious grave. 

The moon, her borrowed lustre gone. 
Will topple from her silver throne ; 
The sky will wear a funeral pall, 
The stars like blighted berries fall. 

Thus nature and her works will die, 
Quenched in thy wave, eternity ! 
But vain 'gainst man thy power will strive, 
He shall, 'mid all thy threatenings, live. 

The soul, which Godhead breathed at first, 
May never mingle with the dust ; 
Eternal years will roll along. 
And find it vigorous, fresh, and young. 

'Tis a proud thought, but seek to know 
Thine home, while these long ages flow ; 
Death opens to a double road — 
Downward to hell, or up to Grod. 

Should thy freed soul attain to heaven. 
The mansion and the crown be given ; 
The stream of ages rolling by. 
Will witness still thine ecstasy ; 

But should thy tortured soul in hell 
Join the loud shrieks which myriads swell, 
Maddened by tauntings, which are worse, 
Of the insulting fiend Remorse : 
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Tedious indeed the hours will wear, 
Each moment lengthening to a year ; 
And through the periods lagging bj, 
Thon'lt curse thine immortality ! 



HYMN. 

Bright seraph ! stay thy golden lyre, 

One little moment stay ! 
My seeking spirit would inquire 

To heaven the shining way ! 

The breeze not now doth bear along 

The music from the sky ; 
Hark, now I hear another song : 

The Lord hath lived ! reply. 

But why, bright seraph! tell me why 

The great Immanuel came ; 
Why leave His robes of majesty 

To wear a mortal name ? 

Again the heavenly accents cease, 

Again they have replied ; 
Heard you the song upon the breeze ? 

It told : the Lord hath died ! 

Hath died ! bright seraph, dreary now 
Then doth not heaven appear ? 

No ! when He laid the conqueror low, 
He re-ascended here ! 

Hath lived, hath died, hath rose again ! 

But, seraph ! my request, 
Inquired the pathway to attain 

"i on ParacUse of rest ! 

He speaks, and then withdraws from view 

No more can I make known ; 
To learn that all was done for you. 

Go to the mercy-throne ! 

M 
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"THE SAPPHIRB THRONE." 

EzEK. i. 26. 

Give me the -wings, the vigorous wings 

Of &ith and hope and love, 
To soar above terrestrial things, 

And rise to things above. 

Fain wonld I view the sapphire throne, 

Spanned by the rainbow &.ir, 
And see the Man, God's equal Son, 

Bright in His grandeur there. 

Crowned with His many csrowns, He reigns, 

The Mediator King ; 
Almighty power His rule maintains, 

And worlds their homage bring. 

Ten thousand angels bending wait, 

Subservient to His nod ; 
Ten thousand pass the heavenly gate, 

Obedient to our God. 

Unnumbered saints, arrayed in white. 

Stand nearest to the throne, 
And, filled with ever new delight, 

Praise Him who sits thereon. 

The higher sanctuary rings 

"With loud acclaim to Him ; 
Prom cherubim with shining wings. 

And burning seraphim. 

The glad hosannas sounding fill 

Creation's bonndless space ; 
And every mountain, every hill, 

Reverberate the praise. 

Oh, let me learn, while struggling here, 

The everlasting song ; 
Ready in yonder brighter sphere 

To join the joyous throng : 
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Beady to swell the rapttiroiis praise 

To Him who deigned to die ; 
The Ancient of eternal days, 

The Lord of earth and sky ! 



^* WHERE IS NOW YOUR GOD?" 

Once, Lord, when more than nsual gloom 

Arrayed my devious road ; 
When mocking foes deridingly 

Said, Where is now your God ? 

Though they could not my hope destroy, 

I looked and found witikin 
So much f orgetf ulness of Thee, 

Such unbelief and sin. 

That, fearful, I began to dread 

I ne'er had known the Lord ; 
That ne'er my soul had built upon 

His promise and His word ; 

That all the warm desires, which once 

Illumed my anxious breast, 
Were never answered, but had died 

Into a dangerous rest. 

Delusive then I thought the stream. 

Which gave in bygone days 
Refreshing rills of cheerful joy, 

And then returned in praise : 

Then almost was my sorrowing heart 

Fit mansion for despair ; 
And hopeless was the stammering voice, 

Which urged a broken prayer. 

I cried : Thy presence, Lord, vouchsafe ! 

Oh, when wilt Thou appear ! 
The prayer did not arise in vain : 

He whispered : I am here ! 
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TO AN AGED CHRISTIAN ALWAYS 

DEPRESSED. 

Why sbonld you wear so grave a brow. 
Why always seem in sorrow now 

Because life's years increase ? 
The head with silvery honours clad, 
On that account should not be sad, . 
Rather you should be still more glad, 

Enjoying greater peace. 

The traveller who hath journeyed far. 
The soldier from a lengthened war. 

The exile banished long ; 
As they approach the nearer home, 
Thanl^l they have no more to roam, 
Will feel dehght instead of gloom, 

And change the sigh for song. 

Just so the Christian, who hath felt 

Christ's blood hath cleansed his soul from guilt: 

And set his spirit free ; 
As he draws near the vale of death, 
With tottering step and feeble breath, 
Should trust in what the Saviour saitb. 

And always happy be. 

Can you not read your title clear, 
And wait your call without a fear. 

Anxious to reach your home ? 
The home of many a mansion bright, 
Where faith will be exchanged for sight, 
Where inconceivable delight 

Will banish previous gloom. 

Why walk as journeying to a jail, 
Foreboding, when this Hfe shall fail. 

Some dreadful weight of woe ? 
Why let the tempter thus annoy, 
Why thus your weary hours employ 
To crush the antepast of joy, 

The saints should share below ? 
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Then walk nofc with such doleful pace, 
With sinking heart and sorrowing face, 

Bnt run and sing and love ; 
Bun, gladly as one hastening home ; 
Sing, as a conqueror o'er the tomb ; 
And love and praise for joys ip come 

In the bright heaven above. 



^( 



THE MESSAGE. 

Say ye to the righteous, that it shall be well with him.*' 

IsA. ill. 10. 

Heir of heaven ! the God of love 
Sends a message from above ; 
Bids me tell thee, thongh the tear, 
Frequent, in thy sojourn here. 
Mows when care's dark shades prevail. 
Still to thee it shall be well. 

Biobed in gloom thy path may be. 
Boisterous as the northern sea ; 
Lonely as a wrecked one thrown 
Where the sea-bird dwells alone ; 
Cheerless as a hermit's cell, 
Still to thee it shall be well. 

What though joy hath far removed 1 

What though friends have treacherous proved 

One is still a Friend to you. 

Ever faithful, ever true : 

'Tis He, the Almighty One, doth tell, 

Still to thee it shall be well. 

Then banish fear, — thy soul ere long 
Heaven's choristers shall mix amoug, 
Before the radiant throne shall bend. 
And hail your ever-living Friend ! 
While rapturous will the anthem swell. 
My Lord is true, and all is well ! 
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THE INQUIRY. 

Ephes. vi. 13-18. 

When their triumphal anthems, Lord, 

Thine elder children sing, 
Ascribing thankfully the praise 

To their victorious King ! 
I ponder the mysterious words, 

In Christ ! In Christ ! they cry. 
And when I feebly understand. 

My heart inquires : Am I ? 

They tell of frequent conflicts fierce, 

With many powerful foes; 
Lament the war, yet seem as much 

To dread a long repose ; 
Strange weapons then their songs recount ;- 

Lord ! when my foes rage high, 
Into their wondrous armoury 

Admittance gain would I ! 

I would the shield, the breastplate gain. 

The helmet I would wear ; 
And closer should the foeman press, 

Would fight him with all-prayer ; 
O Lord, regard the doubtful strife. 

Be Thou to succour nigh, 
And, by my conquering Lord sustained, 

The victory shout may I ! 



TIME IS SHORT! 

Sinners, awake ! the leaves of time 
Ei'e long will cease to turn ; 

Ponder what every page reveals. 
And life's chief lesson learn. 
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Where are your fathers ? where the friends 
With whom your childhood played ? 

Once like the summer flowers they bloomed, 
Alas, like flowers to fade ! 

Ponder, if death should meet you now. 

And death you'll one day see ! 
Where, exiled by his freezing touch. 

Where will your spirits flee ? 

When pushed upon the dismal waste, 

An unthought future spreads ; 
Where will ye, from a frowning God, 

Conceal your guilty heads ? 

Ponder ! the day of grace is now ! 

Within the sullen grave. 
No rare devices will avail 

Eemorseful souls to save ! 



SONNET. 

Well I remember, once when numerous woes, 

Destroying each fond prospect, swift did come, 
Clad in the direst garb that trouble knows ; 
And 'neath the darkness of its midnight gloom 

My proud soul bent a victim to despair ! 
When hope, and help, and all seemed far away, 
When earthly friendships shed no cheering ray, 
And vain to Heaven I strove to breathe a prayer ; 
Oh, I remember how a beam of light. 

Pure from the temple where hope sits enshrined, 
Shed day upon my soul in that dark night. 
And bade despair release my tortured mind ; 
'Twas as the rainbow, when the floods descend, 
It told me, I should triumph in the end ! 
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A GLANCE UPWARD. 

Turn, tnm from the distaressfol eight 

A blighted world supplies, 
And contemplate the thrones of light 

At home above the skies. 

Tom from the scenes of sin aroond, 

The thoughts of sin within, 
And think of that celestial ground 

Where there is no more sin. 

Tnm from the miseries thousands know. 

The pain, the toil, the care ; 
From every form of human woe 

Earth's children ever share : 

Turn from it all, and seek the path 

To that eternal home. 
Where sin and sorrow, pain and wrath^ 

And death can never come. 

Then hear Christ's words : " I am the Way, 

The Truth, the Life, the All : 
Who follows Me shall never stray ; 

Who trusts Me, never fall." 

Dear Saviour, we would come to Thee, 

And on Thy love depend ; 
Thy true disciples we would be. 

And love Thee to the end. 

Thy Holy Spirit and Thy grace. 

May these to us be given ; 
And visions of Thy smiling face. 

The antepast of heaven. 

Thus confident of heaven at last, 

Thy presence and Thy love, 
Our pilgrimage will soon be past, 

Our home will be above ! 
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ON THE DECEASE OF AN AOED EBLATION. 

When mourners weep around the tomb 

Of one for many years beloved, 
Not unexpectedly called home, 

But yet too soon, too soon removed ! 
This thought should stay the painful tear. 

This hope again the joy restore : 
She lives, although no longer here ; 

She is not lost, but gone before. 

When with confiding feith we gaze 

Beyond the grave, beyond the cloud ; 
When love's enraptured eye we raise 

Above the coffin and the shroud ; 
We seem to see our loved one pass 

Death's border stream, heaven's pearly door, 
A trophy of redeeming grace : 

She is not lost, but gone before. 

I met her once in earlier years, 

In conscious rectitude she stood, 
Untroubled with the Christian's fears, 

At peace with self, at rest towards Ood. 
God called her to the curtained couch. 

Told all that Jesus for her bore. 
She felt the Spirit's melting touch: 

She is not lost, but gone before. 

Then in the dying Christian's room. 

Permitted sometimes to be there, 
I saw the care, the doubt, the gloom, 

I saw the wondrous power of prayer; 
I saw the enemy restrained, 

I saw the brightening smile she wore, 
I saw the child-like trust attained : 

She is not lost, but gone before. 

Long days of weariness she knew, 
Long nights of comfortless unrest. 

But no impatient word they drew, 
No sigh of murmuring from her breast ; 
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Her Father's love, her Saviour's deaih, 
The Comforter whom saints adore, 

Were the foundatioii of her fiuth : 
She is not lost, bat gone before. 

O Gk>d of love, in love sustain 

Thy servant, now bereaved and lone ; 
He bends oppressed with all his pain, 

A suppliant at Thy mercy throne : 
With hope and &ith his soul revive, 

On him Thy chosen blessings pour. 
Preparing him in heaven to live 

With her not lost, though gone before. 



FORWARD. 

FoBWABD, Christians ! think of Home ! 
Forward till ye thither come ; 
Every step, 'tis yet more nigh. 
Forward ! be your rallyiog cry ! 

Forward ! when the storm is loud. 
When the sun is veiled in doud ; 
Closer draw your mantle then. 
But never, never turn again ! 

Forward ! when the summer smiles, 
'Tis the tempter's hour of wiles ; 
All his flowers have thorns beneath, 
Every pleasure teems with death ! 

In the trouble, in the joy. 
Let one thought alone employ ; 
'Tis a blight^ world you tr€»td, 
'Tis the region of the dead. 

Forward to the fountain bright. 
Fountain of unstained delight ! 
To the mansioD, to the throne. 
To the palm-branch and the crown ! 
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Forward ! with your tbonghts on these, 
In the tempest or the breeze ; 
Storm or sunshine, care or joy, 
Nothing then will mach annoy. 



THE KEIW SONG. 

Abound the great white throne above 

A white-robed circle stand, 
Singing the victory song of love 

In the celestial land. 

For ever new the song they raise, 
And none bat saints can sing, 

Heaven's arches echo with the praise 
To heaven's triumphant King. 

They sing creation's finished plan. 
When all was bright and good. 

And, mourning now the fall of man, 
They praise redeeming blood. 

They sing the covenant firm and sure. 

Embracing all that come. 
Which through life's desert leads secure 

Saints to their glorious home. 

They sing the Father's wondrous love. 
Spontaneous, broad, and high. 

And Christ descending from above 
To conquer, save, and die. 

The promised Comforter they sing, 

Awakener, Teacher, Guide, 
Who undertook the sheep to bring 

Safe to their Shepherd's side. 

Then fresh from every golden string 

Hosannas louder swell, 
To Zion's Prophet, Priest, and King, 

Who hath done all things well ! 
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« THE HEAEING OF THE EAR." 

*' I have heard of thee by the hearing of the ear." 

Job xlii. 5. 

I HAVE heard of the purple stream 
Whicli a Saviour's wounds supply : 

Lord ! shine upon me the enUghtening beam, 
And illume my darkened eye ; 

That seeing the fount upon Calvary's mount, 
My soul may purify ! 

I have heard of the raiment white, 

Immanuel's righteousness, 
The beautiful robe of the saints in ligbt. 

Their glorious marriage dress ; 
And I, too, would wear the vesture fair, 

And thus their joy possess. 

I have heard of the new name given. 
Which none but the new-born know, 

The coronet wreathed for the sons of heaven : 
Lord ! with it crown my brow ! 

That I may possess, in the wildernessi 
An earnest of heaven below. 

I have heard of the Spirit's seal, 

The witnessings within : 
Eternal ! let me comfort feel,' 

For I have felt my sin ; 
Taught by Thee indeed, have learnt my need, 

Speak, Saviour ! Be thou clean ! 

I have heard ! oh, when may I say 

I have not heard alone ? 
Let the joyful vision cheer to-day 

The suppliant at Thy throne. 
That I may repeat, while my heart-strings beat, 

I have heard, and seen, and known ! 



J 
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THE WISH. 

I WOULD not ask for rich Peru 

To send her wealth to me, 
Nor would I crave a tribute from 

The far-off jewelled sea. 

The crown that decks a monarch's brow 

I would not seek to wear. 
The sceptre of a continent 

Unenvied he may bear. 

The laurels on a hero's helm, 
Will shade his cheek unsought, 

I would not spill the cup of life 
Which hath those laurels bought. 

The hoary philosophic head. 

May all his knowledge tell, 
My foot would on earth's learning tready 

And would earth's learning sell : — 

Her learning, sceptres, laurels, joys. 
Count up all earth could give. 

And tell me the most liberal price, 
A chapman would receive, 

Were they within the shambles sold. 
And all that price — stay ! stay ! 

The purchase sum ten- thousandfold, 
My soul would gladly pay. 

To gain one view, a fleeting view, 

Of Jesus on the tree, 
And hear Him say : " I died for you. 

And you shall dwell with Me." 

This, this would melt my soul in love. 
Earth ! thou wouldst be forgot. 

My every thought would haste above. 
And I should heed thee not. 
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Bnt ah, in vain, I pray this boon, 

The boon is yet denied, 
Jesus ! the wisn still seeks Thy throne. 

Seeks to be satisfied ! 



DEATH ! 

When I reach thy shores, dark river, 
When I plunge beneath the wave, 

Will the cheering vojce of Jesns, 
Whispering tell He died to save ? 
And will guide me 

Through the portals of the grave ? 

Will this eye, by faith unclouded, 

Mark upon the further strand 
Cherubs waiting to conduct me 

To the blissful better land, 
Beckoning onward. 
To a throne at God's right hand ? 

Will the crystal gates, unfolding, 
Give me to the heavenly throng ? 

Then, while timbrel, lute, and harp-string 
Swell the rapture of my song, 
What loud anthems. 

Lord ! shall dwell upon my tongue ! 

When this hope beams bright and glorious, 
Then my days too lingering seem ; 

Then I wish life's lamp extinguished 
In the bubbling of death's stream. 
Earth ! thy pleasures, 

Then are poor in my esteem ! 

Come, come quickly, great Redeemer ! 

How my spirit pants to fly I 
Pisgah's prospect lies before me, 

But to reach it I must die ; — 
Even now, Lord ! 
Send the summons from the sky ! 
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"THEY AEE NOT OF THE WORLD." 

John zyii. 16. 

They are not of the world, let worldlings cry, 

When they speak of the sons of the cross. 
They tnm from our pleasures with passionless eye, 

Aiid connt al^ our honours as dross ; 
Like sojourners, always they seem on the move, 

Their aspirings are ever abroad, 
Their language is all about mercy and love, 

And all their dependence is God. 

They are not of the world, say the sable crew. 

The spirits who vigilant tempt ; 
In vain fascinations we spread to their view. 

They seem from our bondage exempt ; 
They wear a white robe we endeavour to stain. 

We multiply traps to ensnare ; 
To adhere to their robe, slander labours in vain. 

And our traps they escape from by prayer. 

They are not of the world, say the shining throng. 

Who hover their pathway around. 
They are learning to sing the celestial song 

While yet in the wilderness found ; 
The woe, the privation, the conflict, the gloom, 

Are merciful discipline given 
To teach them the world was not meant for their home, 

And meeten their spirits for heaven. 

They are not of the world, says the Lord, the Lamb, 

They are circled within My prayer. 
Distinguished by dress, occupation, and name. 

They are strangers and pilgrims there ; 
The world is the furnace, wherein I refine 

The gold that I bought with My blood ; 
The crucible whence every atom shall shine 

Besplendently pleasing to God. 
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Ye are not of the world ! Ye ransomed ! sustain 

Distinction so widely expressed ! 
Ye are not of the world, separation maintain, 

And conduct jonrselves each as a gnest ! 
And when from the world, on the pinions of love. 

Ye shall mount to your home in the sky, 
Shout, as ye ascend to your mansions above : 

Our world is in glory on high ! 



A SIMILE. 

Go the shores of the deep deep sea. 
When its waters are raging furiously ; 
When the fragile boat, by the boisterous wave. 
Is entombed in what seems its final grave ; 
And see far away, while the breeze is high, 
Above shines a cloudless stormless sky. 

Go to the shores of the deep deep sea, 
When its waters are lingering languidly ; 
When the winds are stUl, and the mariners doze 
In a sultry, sunless, calm repose ; 
And above, as below, reigns a death-like peace, 
A morbid spirit of listlessness. 

Such is the Christian mariner's life ; 
In the moment of this world's loudest strife 
He can sometimes lift an enraptured eye 
To his Lord and his home, in the peaceful sky ; 
And oft, when trouble seems farthest away, 
Life yields its most sickly, dangerous day ; 
For that which above the storm shone bright, 
No longer cheers with its radiant light ; 
And a sunbright heaven the saint will crave, 
Though the wind may ruffle life's fleeting wave f 
For much will the Christian mariner dread 
A calm below, and clouds overhead ! 
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WHERE AM I ? 

I ENOW that some brief time gone by, 

I felt not these desires, 
Wbich, bounding past yon aznre sky, 

To some strange land aspires. 

I know, when life was greener yet, 
Thongh years are still bnt few. 

Contentedly my wandering feet, 
Walked where ten thousand do. 

But now, though what 'tis thus impels, 

I cannot tell, nor whom ; 
I'm looking past earth's bounding hills. 

For a superior home. 

I hear the worldling number up 

The joys he gleans below. 
But thmk them worthless to the hope 

Which yet I faintly know. 

I hear some bending pilgrim grey. 
Tell the dark cares he's known ; 

" Each was a blessing," hear him say 
" They sent me to the throne." 

I hear him, and so strange my heart. 
My heart responds his word ; 

*Twas when I saw earth's joys depart. 
That first I sought the Lord. 

I hear God's ministers declare 
Salvation's wondrous scheme ; 

Nor seek I aught beside to share 
Than that declared by them. 

Then, on an anxious pinion soars 
The prayer, Lord ! shew Thy face ! 

The God unknown my soul adores, 
I would, revealed, embrace. 
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Will some experienced pilgrim say, 
For long I've lingered so, 

May I believe I*m in the way ? 
Oh, do not answer, No ! 

If e'er he trod this weary road, 
He'll stoop to counsel me ; 

Like the old Greeks, I thirst for God 
Sirs ! I would Jesus see ! 



STANZAS FOR CHRISTMAS. 

Bring me the harp, some seraph, bring ! 
Whose tones of old the minstrel king 

Woke with prophetic fire. 
When loud he sang, in strains sublime, 
A greater David's birth in time, 

His Offspring and his Sire. 

Himself Christ's special type, he shewed 
The history of the Incarnate God 

In what himself did share ; 
Thus told Christ's anguish, and relief ; 
His victory scenes, and scenes of grief ; 

His conquest and His care. 

We thank thee, bard esteemed of Heaven, 
The glorious anthems thou hast given 

Oft lift our souls above ; 
On angel's wings we mount, we fly ; 
Faith pierces through this lower sky, 

And tastes redeeming love. 

Then would we sing, as I would now, 
Immanuel's praise ; to whom we owe 

Salvation full and free ; 
And louder yet the song should roll, 
If God the Spirit to my soul 

Would witness 'twas for me. 
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ON THE PROMISES IN SCRIPTURE. 

Beatjtipul stars to cheer the sonl 
When tribnlation's billows roll ; 
Shedding a ray of silvery light 
To gild adversity's dark night. 

We will confide in Thee, Lord ! 
Dependent on Thy gracious word ; 
And when affiction lingers near, 
O God of mercy ! then appear. 

When bleak the blasts of trouble blow, 
When high the waves of sorrow flow. 
Lord, may we then discern Thy form, 
Amid the tumult of the storm ! 

Then may we hear Thy still small voice, 
Bid all Thy banished ones rejoice ! 
Each is on earth a sorrowing guest. 
When shall we enter into rest ? 



THE BIRTH OP JESUS. 

Beneath the glow of the nightly train, 
The shepherds watched on the verdant plain, 

Their flocks and herds among ; 
They had seen with wonder and afiright. 
An unknown star appear that night. 
Which dazzled with superior light. 

Amid the glistening throng. 

They converse held, but none of them 
Ejiew aught of this bright stranger gem. 

Which, though it beamed afar. 
On Bethlehem's towers did brightest shine, 
And clothed with radiancy divine. 
Where dwelt the last of David's line: — 

They called it Bethlehem's star. 
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Thus gazing on the spheres above, 
Accents celestial towards them move ; 

The wondering shepherds hear 
Bright seraph bands descend «ind sing- 
The glories of earth's heavenly King, 
At Whose command, they joyous bring 

The tidings which they bear. 

Hark, they proclaim, the God of heaven, 
His Son, His best beloved, hath given, 

And Christ the Son consents ; 
From yonder heaven Ho joyful flies, 
Assumes man's nature, suffers, dies. 
Himself the Altar, Sacrifice, 

And Priest, His blood presents ! 

They tell them. He this night appears. 
And quelling all their trembling fears. 

They bade them haste to pay 
Glad homage to the Infant- God, 
The stranger star will point the road. 
To lead them to the blest abode. 

Where Godhead dwells in clay. 

The heavenly visitants are gone. 
The shepherds God's Anointed One, 

In Bethlehem behold ; 
And, while they bend, adoring low, 
Chaldeean sages meekly bow. 
And pray permission to bestow 

Their myrrh, frankincense, gold. 

First followers of the Incarnate Word, 
We too would bend before the Lord, 

On this His natal dayj 
And though our eyes no wonders view. 
We would adore and praise Him too. 
And while life's vale we journey through, 

Our thankful tributes pay. 
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Frankincense, myrrh, and gold are vain, 
A contrite spirit shall obtain, — 

Thus saith the ascended Son, — 
While in this vale of cares we live, 
That peace which God alone can give. 
And entrance into heaven receive, 

When death's last work is done. 

For this we would approach Thee, Lord, 
And Thon hast promised in Thy word 

That Thou wilt freely give ; 
Saviour ! we bend before Thy throne, 
Dissolve in us the heart of stone. 
And make Thy pardoning mercy known, 

Help, Lord ! we would believe ! 



THE SECOND COMING. 

And will the Saviour come to earth, 
And will He leave the skies ? 

Will Christ again be visible 
To our astonished eyes ? 

Eternal Spirit ! ere that day. 
That purer day shall dawn. 

When Christ's descent on yonder cloud 
Shall gild the opening morn : 

Prepare with influence divine 

My soul to meet her God, 
And joyful view the golden car 

Roll down its azure road. 

Let me, in confidence of faith. 

Assured a Friend is neai*. 
Desire the lingering hours to haste. 

When Jesus will appear. 



182 TENDRILS. 



STANZAS. 

When will the dawn of gospel day 
Break on this darkened breast ? 

When will the tempter be expelled , 
And Jesns be the guest ? 

Rise, Snn of Righteousness ! arise, 

With radiance all divine, 
And on the chaos of my heart 

A new creation shine ! 

Hasten Thy chariot wheels, my Lord ! 

Drive Satan distant far I 
And crush the monster, sin, beneath 

The rolling of Thy car ! 



THE GOSPEL CALL. 

" Come unto Me, all ye that labour and are heavy 
laden, and I "will give you rest." Matt. xi. 28, 

Past days beheld young David stand 

At cave Adulliam's door. 
And spread throughout the astonished land 

A call unheard before. 

He did not ask the rich, the prond, 

To join his humble train ; 
He sought the discontented crowd, 

The poor, and those in pain. 

So, in this glorious gospel day, 

King David's Lord is seen ; 
Inviting hungry souls away 

To pastures fresh and green. 

Listen, He calls ; " Come unto Me, 

Ye heavy laden, poor ; 
I will your guide, your refuge be. 

Poor sinner ! weep no more ! " 
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Bright mansions stand prepared above, 
And ^ait yon as their gnest ; 

Gome, thirsty sinners, taste His love ! 
Come, weary, to His rest ! 



HELP BY THE WAY. 

Oppbessbd with gratitnde I bend, 

Jehovah ! at Thy throne ; 
Children of grief, the while attend 

I make His mercy known. 

Gloomed by the shades of dark despair. 
With tempests beating ronnd ; 

I trod the wilderness of care. 
And sorrow's blighted ground. 

Full many a snare beset my road, 

Around were many a foe, 
And, on my desolate abode, 

Hope's beam refased to glow. 

Frequent distilled the painful tear, 

But tears no comfort gave ; 
They found an unremembered bier 

On tribulation's wave. 

At last a mildly whispering voice 

Spake of a mercy seat ; 
And urged me there, in search of joys. 

To turn my wandering feet. 

Kindly it pointed out the road ; 

I poured my tale of grief ; 
'Twas to a sympathising God, 

And I have found relief. 

Not from the world's dark cares alone. 

For I can breathe a trust 
My soul in heaven will reach her throne, 

When dust returns to dust. 
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THE SEA OF GLASS. 

Rev, XV. 

YoiCBS sonnd from the glassy sea, 

From the glorious white-robed throng, 
And the harps of God swell loud and £ee 

Salvation's victory song ; 
'Tis the ancient people's joyous hymn 

On the banks of the riven wave, 
'Tis the song of the shining seraphim 

To the Lamb who died to save. 

'Tis the song that in life's desert waste 

Cheers pilgrims clad in gloom, 
That bids their flagging footsteps haste 

To God and heaven and home. 
That gives the martyr strength to die, 

That soothes the hour of death, 
And lends to the exile's earnest eye 

The piercing glance of faith. 

Marvellous, great, and jast, and true 

Are all Thy works and ways, 
Lord God Almighty ! as Thy due, 

We bring to Thee our praise. 
Who shall not fear Thy holy name. 

Lord of all nations Thou ? 
Who shall resist Thy sacred claim 

That all to Thee shall bow ? 

Lord, we would learn, while here we dwell, 

The song by the glassy sea, 
Share in Thy love unspeakable. 

Thy conquering children be ; 
And when we pass death's border stream, 

And the golden city see. 
May we join the victors' jubilee hymn, 

On the banks of the glassy sea. 
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PRAYER. 

God of Israel ! at Thy feet, 
At Thy oft-sought mercy seat, 
Bends a sinner ; hear his prayer ! 
Bless hinsL, Lord of sinners, there ! 

His petition, oh, 'tis great. 
He is all disconsolate ; 
Strong deliverance he requires. 
Large and numerous his desires. 

Angry foes are near him found. 
He is all encompassed round ; 
Sin and cares on every hand, 
Lord ! he treads enchanted land. 

Once he thought he gained a view 
Of the heaven he'd journey to ; 
Once he thought a smile of love 
Promised him a throne above. 

And so oft when trouble came, 
Lord ! Thou didst deliver him ; 
When the tear of anguish fell. 
Thou didst words of comfort tell ; 

That he deemed he was the Lord's, 
Drawn by love's prevailing cords ; 
Deemed the Lord was his to bless. 
His sufficient righteousness. 

But perplexing cares and sin 
Still so frequent intervene. 
That constrained he comes to know 
If he be Thy child or no. 

God of Israel ! answer give. 
Bid the inquiring sinner live ; 
I would urge. Lord, hear his cry ! 
For that sinner, Lord, am I ! 



186 ' TENDRILS. 

THE HAPPY LAND. 

They tell me of a radiant land 

Beyond the sunny sky, 
Where all whom Christ hath justified, 

When disembodied fly ; 
To dwell while countless ages pass, 

In robes immortal drest, 
Where the wicked cease from troabling, 

And the weary are at rest ! 

Bright realm ! with aspirations high 

My soul doth stretch her wing, 
And longs to be a citizen 

Beneath thy righteous King ; 
I long to leave this wilderness, 

And be a welcome guest, 
Where the wicked cease from troubling, 

And the weary are at rest 1 

Death ! onward roll thy parting stream. 

For I would launch away ; 
And bury in thy border wave 

The troubles of life's day ; 
I would recline my aching head, 

And calm my throbbing breast. 
Where the wicked cease from troubling, 

And the weary are at rest ! 



PETITION. 

Much doth my soul desire to learn 

The Christian's narrow road ; 
From earth's vain pleasures I would turn, 

Athirst to find my God. 

Now, Lord, before Thy throne I bend, 
Wilt Thou regard my prayer ? 

To listen wilt Thou condescend, 
And meet Thy suppliant there P 
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A contrite heart is all I bring, 

Thy mercy all my plea ; 
Lord ! many of Thy mercy sing ; 

Wilt Thou refuse it me ? 

Hast Thou not said, each thirsty soul 

Shall have his thirst allayed ; 
The wounded spirit shall be whole, 

The sick be healthful made ? 

Lord ! much I thirst, and I can find 

No fount on earth to cheer ; 
Nor is there for my wounded mind 

A balm to heal me here. 

Then do Thou, Lord, salvation give, 

Do Thou afford relief ! 
My fainting spirit would believe ; 

Help, Lord, my unbelief ! 



THE CROWN OF RIGHTEOUSNESS. 

*< Henceforth there is laid np for me a crown of 
righteousness.'* 2 Tim. iy. 8. 

Could I be sure yon treasury holds 

A crown to deck my brow, 
Methinks I scarce should waste a thought 

On what may tease me now. 

Come, world, with all thy waves of care, 

And roll my comforts far ; 
This hope would shine above the stream, 

Like some superior star. 

For this the frequent prayer ascends, 
Lord ! bid the answering come ! 

When may I gaze on yonder blue. 
And say it veils my home ? 
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THE MULBERRY TREES. 

1 CdBON. xiy. 14. 

Hast thou some luidertaking high, 
On which depends thy destiny ? 
And wOnldst thou that it prosperous end? 
Before the throne of Jesus bend ; 
Begin not till prevail thy prayer, 
Until to bless the Lord be there ; 
Until He speak in the summer breeze, 
Which rustles amid the mulberry trees. 

Hast thou waited long ? Wait patient still, 

Thy help must come from Zion*s hill ; 

The snares that lie across thy road 

Are visible alone to God ; 

Then tarry till the Lord shall say. 

Now is the hour, the appointed day ; 

Impatience doth your God displease, 

And stays the wind from the mulberry trees. 

But dost thou now begin to fear 
God will not thy petition hear ; 
That, throned in power above the sky, 
He scorns the sinner's loudest cry ; 
And praised in songs that seraphs raise. 
Regardless hears your highest praise ? 
'Tis well ; the humble only sees 
The moving of the mulberry trees. 

When fails the hope you cherished most, 
When all your chosen times are lost, 
When hopeless yet again you try 
To breathe one last, long lingering cry. 
That Jesus will not quite forsake. 
But guide you for His mercy's sake. 
Then, then look up, and you shall see 
The branches wave on the mulberry tree ! 
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ON THE LORD'S SU?PER. 

Come, all who have received the grace, 

The grace on Calvary bought ; 
Come, taste the emblems of your Lord, 

And think the fight He fonght. 

By faith behold the Lord of heaven, 

In all His power arrayed ; 
By faith behold Him leave the sky, ' 

And in a manger laid. 

Follow throughout His suffering life. 

Each sad privation view ; 
Then, can ye stay the gushing tear ? 

Think all was done for you. 

For you He tasted Marah's stream. 

His Father's frown sustained. 
And yours are all the benefits 

Messiah's victory gained. 

Now ceased the battle strife, for you 

An Advocate He stands. 
And shews, safe intercession this, 

His bleeding feet and hands. 

Perfumed by this, your worthless prayers 

On ready pinions rise. 
To a propitious Father's throne. 

Who ail your need supplies. 

This is the Lord, whose life, whose death. 

To celebrate we meet. 
While all earth's blighted, boasted joys 

We tread beneath our feet. • 

Our hearts, our hopes, our all we bring. 

May these accepted be ! 
And thus, Lord, may wo shew the world 

That we belong to Thee. 
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THE LAMENT OF THE CAPTIVE JEWS. 

P8.ezxxyu. 

We weep while we w&Dder on Eupbrates' strand, 
For lamenting we think of onr Others' bright land ; 

Oh, when shall we dwell there again P 
Tall Lebanon's cedars nncared for are growing, 
The waters of Jordan in soUtnde flowing, 
The roses in Sharon unnoticed are blowing, 

And onr vineyards neglected remain. 

Onr harps long ago to the willows we gave, 

They hang on the branch which bends over the wave, 

And silently shall they repose : 
In vain do they ask who nnited in bringing. 
That all former joys to forgetfnlness flinging, 
We touch the light harp, mingling mnsic and singing : — 

But what shall we sing to onr foes P 

The anthems we wreathe to the praise of our God, 
At a stranger's command ! in a foreign abode ! 

Shall never resound from our tongues ! 
The hosannas which rise from MoriaJb's green mountaiii, 
The psahns great Jehovah's achievements recounting, 
The hymns of our maidens, round Bethlehem's 
fountain, — 

Our enemies hear not these songs ! 

The anthems of Salem are Salem's alone. 
The music of sighs and the voice of a groan 

Are all that proud Babel shall hear ; 
The sigh at the fond recollection of Zion, 
The groan of the captive to waken the Lion, 
His Judah to cast a compassionate eye on. 

And save from this wilderness drear. 

Jerusalem ! richest and loveliest gem 
Of the cities which stud the wide earth's diadem. 
May oar right hands forget their employ 
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If we do not remember, where'er we may wander, 
And musing with ardent solicitude ponder 
On, the homes and the tombs of our forefistthers yonder, 
In Ganaian, our heart's dearest joy ! 

Lord ! when will the day of Thy vengeance appear ? 
When wilt Thou repay to the sons of Ghaldada 

The bondage Thy children endure ? 
When wilt Thou, Thy languishing heritage cheering, 
Indignant, in chariots of anger careering. 
Come, judging our foes who deny Thy appearing. 

And Babel's destruction ensure P 

Then, daughter of Babylon ! blest shall he be. 
Who revenges the wrongs we have suffered on thee, 

And banishes mercy afar ! 
We see, in the pages of prophecy reading. 
For the sins of their parents, thy children are bleeding, 
'Mong the ruins of Babel, the leopards are feeding, 

On the unburied slain of the war. 



SONNET. 

Remember Thee, Lord ! oh, can my soul ever 

Forget who delivered in seasons of woe, 
And when nigh overwhelmed in adversity's river. 

Who bade the cold current more peaceably flow ? 
Can I cease to remember who cheered me when lone, 

I walked all encumbered with cares and with grief ? 
All earthly friends long had deserted and gone, 

When Jesus appeared and afforded relief. 
Lord, when again shall life's tempest awaken, 

When again rolls my bark on this boisterous sea, 
A gain may I feel that Thou hast not forsaken, 

May I then, as before, find a pilot in Thee ! 
And oh, may my praises unceasing attend. 
May I ever remember the Lord, my best Friend ! 
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THE GOODNESS OF THE LORD. 

Wbitten afteb heabino Mb. W. 

" Oh how great is Thy goodness, which Thou hast laid 
ttp for them that fear Thee ; which Thou hast wrought 
for them that trust in Thee before the sons of men ! " 

Ps. xxxi. 19. 

Lord ! when I hear Thy honoured servant tell, 
How great Thy goodness, and unspeakable ; 
All treasured np for those that fear Thy name, 
And wrought in their behalf who trust the Lamb ; 
My bosom bums, impelled with warm desire. 
While ardent love to Thee my prayers inspire ; 
The boon I crave with bended heart and knee, 
Oh, let me feel this goodness is for me ! 

I have believed that Thou, in earth-bom cares, 
Didst hear Thy trembling suppliant's feeble prayers ; 
And as each wonderful protection came. 
Ascribed the great deliverance to Thy name ; 
Grloried in Thee, my shield, in danger's hour. 
My rock, my fortress, from oppression's power ; 
Fearless in peril, confident in Thee, 
I then have hoped this goodness was for me. 

My prayer was then : Thou who dost always save, 
Before whose mandate falls each threatening wave ; 
Shield not aJone, but having raised my love, 
My best affections to Thy courts above, 
Not only of Thy providence bestow. 
Thy richer mercies of redemption shew, 
That better blessing, let my portion be ; 
Lord ! manifest that goodness unto me ! 

To me, now suppliant at Thy mercy throne. 
The glad realities of grace make knovm ! 
Unseal my eyes ! let me my Father see ! 
Whose favour chose, whose power protected me ; 
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Let me behold by faith the Incarnate Word, 
My Surety, Saviour, Advocate, and Lord ! 
Eternal Spirit, Thou the witness be. 
And testify this goodness is for me ! 

Within my breast, dark unbelief their sire, 

A countless progeny of doubts conspire ; 

With pinions foul they rise and cloud my day, 

Distress my spirits, and obstruct my way ; 

All their surmisings, I dare not repeat, 

Rise, Sun of Righteousness ! Thy work complete ! 

Shine ! at Thy brightness every doubt must flee. 

Assuring thus, this goodness is for me ! 

Melt Thou the heavens ! which seem like solid brass. 
To mock my prayers ! Lord ! let me see Thy face 
Dissolve the mountains ! every hindrance move. 
And let mie taste the riches of Thy love ! 
Hark ! do I hear Thy chariot ! yet again, 
I long, I pray, I thirst, I pant, in vain ! 
When will the appointed time, the vision be ! 
When shall I hnow this goodness is for me ! 



EVENING. A SOISTNET. 

Sweet Evening ! how I love thy silent hour. 

When the tired sun is gathering in his beams, 
Before the sky receives her starry dower, 

Or the pale moon in silvery softness gleams ; 
Delightful then it is to speed away. 

Far from the crowded city's busy throng. 
And list the free bird's more melodious lay. 

In rural shades and clustering trees among ; 
Then warmed, inspired by beauties all serene. 

The saint admires each handiwork of God, 
And then forgetful of the lovely scene, 

In spirit soars almost to His abode ; 
Beholds her Father, and in sweet communion 
Longs for the hour when death shall seal the anion. 
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DIVES AND LAZAEUS. 

I SEE him, 'tis with fancy's eye, 

Beneath a marble dome ; 
Clothed in a robe of purple dye, 

From the famed Tyrian loom ; 
A feast is spread ; the rosy wine 

And viands rich are there ; 
While myrrh and frankincense combine 

To scent the perfumed air. 

I see, 'tis at his pillared gate, 

A beggar old and grey ; 
The menials in their powdered state 

Think him inferior clay ; 
He craves the crumbs these menials scorn, 

And while he trembling stays. 
Dogs linger round the man forlorn, 

And yield their sympathies. 

The scene is changed ; — ^a gorgeous train 

Of sable plumes pass by ; 
Wealth strives to banish death in vain ; 

The rich, alas ! must die ! 
Again a death- scene, — all alone 

The beggar yields his breath ; 
None build him a sepulchral stone ! 

None mourn the poor man's death ! 

The scene again is changed, — ^mine eye 

Reads their eternal doom ; 
Pierces the gates of destiny. 

And sees their final home ; 
A lake of fire, sounds of despair. 

And shrieks of tortured souls ; 
And Dives gnashing, wailing there, 

On the red billow rolls. 

Hark ! " Father Abraham, send one drop. 

One crystal drop ! " he cries ; 
" These flames, they have my tongue parched up 

With dreadful agonies ! 
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And send, oh send, let Lazarus go, — 

Five brothers yet remain ! 
Did they my doom of horrors know. 

They wonld escape the pain." 

In vain he asks ; deep gnlfs, too wide 

For mercy's foot to pass. 
The graceless rich man now divide 

From white-robed Lazarus ! 
Nor will the schemes he may devise 

Be tried to Snatch from woe ; 
They who the words of grace despise, 

The flames of wrath shall know. 

THE LORD'S SUMMONS. 

'« Behold, I stand at the door, and knock." Bey. Hi. 20. 

Within the chambers of the heart, 

A sudden noise resounds ; 
Nay, sinner, do not fearful start. 

For these are blissful sounds. 

'Tis Jesus asks admission there ; 

Invite the Stranger through. 
And urge Him, in the voice of prayer, 

To dwell awhile with you. 

Tell Him, though pleasure has so long 

Allured your thoughts astray, 
You're weary of her siren song, 

Which charms but to betray. 

Tell Him ambition's meteor flame 

You would no more pursue ; 
That friendship is an empty name, 

And such hath proved to you. 

That now the sordid wish for gold 

To higher hopes gives place. 
That now His smile you would behold, 

Now realize His grace. 



196 TENDRILS. 

But, sinner, can you say all this, 
And with a heart sincere ? 

Rejoice, thou art an heir of bliss, 
An4 Christ will sojourn here. 



CHANGES AND WAR. 

When from the shores of earlier days 
I launched upon life's glittering sea, 

I sought no knowledge of God's ways, 
Nor asked His aid to shelter me. 

Then, buoyant on unbroken hope, 
Adown the stream awhile T steered ; 

But, ah ! it failed to bear me up 

When the dark thunder-cloud appeared ! 

Though dauntless long I stemmed the wave, 
The wave which threatened to overwhelm 

Great Pilot ! 'twas Thy power didst save I 
Unseen director of the helm ! 

Now, riding on a calmer sea. 

Though rude winds shake the surface yet 
Let me aloft Thy power survey, 

Nor Thy delivering grace forget. 

That grace which came unasked, unsought, 
Which saw me staggering in the strife ; 

That grace which with the tempest fought, 
And lifted me again to life. 

That grace which in the stormy hour 
Whispered a word, remembered still ; 

Implanting hope of mightier power. 
Bright visitant from Zion's hill. 

Which bade me while my years were few 
Set my desires on things above ; 

Unfolding to my mind a view 

Of suffering, bleeding, dying love. 
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Which uttered all the solemn tale 

That renders Calvary's hill renowned : — 

'Twas in humiliation's vale 

My proud knees sought their native ground. 

'Twas when stern trouble blanched my cheek 

I learnt the attitude of prayer ; 
Aaron, my Brother, well can speak, 

And He indeed was with me there. 

I prayed : — Deliver not alone 

From earth-born sorrows raging high ; 

Change this obdurate heart of stone, 
And let me, Abba, Father ! cry. 

Thus frequent at the mercy seat , 

With my petition, still I come ; 
A suppliant at my Saviour's feet, 

To guide and guard to heaven my home. 

Oh, the brief years which lead our days 
To manhood from the time of youth 

Fancy may clothe in ecstasies : 

What are they in the glass of truth ? 

A bridge of sighs ! hopes withered, crushed ! 

Affections dislocated, gone ! 
The youth with large ambition flushed ! 

The man dispirited, forlorn ! 

'Tis thus, but do not yet despair. 

For when the charm is broken now. 
Religion points to prospects fair. 

To brighter laurels for our brow. 

Happy the man whose early hours 

Are sprinkled from the cup of woe. 
If sorrow lead him to the bowers 

Where never-fading flowerets grow. 
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THE DYING BELIEVER. 

Approach for me the mercy throne, 

And ask a prospect clear ; 
For I can only breathe a groan, 

Can only drop a tear ; 
Softly! softly! 
Softly speak, for God is here ! 

Pray that hope may strengthened be, 
That confidence may cheer ; 

That Satan may be made to flee, 
That doubts may disappear ; 
Softly! softly! 

Softly speak, for God is here ! 

Pray that I may fearless view. 
The swelling tide draw near ; 

May speed the sable current through, 
Triumphant over fear! 
Softly! softly! 

Softly speak, for God is here ! 

• • • • • 

But now let glad hosannas raise. 
Though death may frown severe ; 

For now I see the opening skies, 

And my bright home appear ; 

Tis beautiful ! 

How beautiful the prospect here ! 

I see my own gold mansion now. 

And coming seraphs bear 
The coronet to deck my brow. 

The raiment white to wear ; 

'Tis beautiful ! 

How beautiful the prospect here ! 

The throne ! the glory throne ! I see, 
Immanuel ! Thou art there ! 

Sweet Saviour ! art Thou beckoning me ? 
I come the bliss to share ! 
'Tis beautiful ! 

How beautiful the prospect here ! 
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ON THE DEATH OF A FRIEND. 

We weep not for thee, brother, 

We mourn not at thy tomb, 
A victor from the conflict, 

An exile taken home. 
In confidence unshaken, 

We gather round thy grave. 
And join in glad hosannas 

To Him who died to save. 

We weep not for thee, brother, 

We mourn for those bereft ; 
The widow and the orphans. 

The parents thou hast left ; 
For them the sigh arises, 

For them our tears will fall, 
Thou Who hast bereaved them, 

Be Thou their All in all. 

A Husband to the widow. 

The orphans' Father Thou : 
O God, fulfil this promise, 

This promise precious now. 
In all life's future pathway. 

Amid surrounding gloom. 
May each their loved one follow. 

All meeting him at home. 

Home ! where are no bereavements, 

Home ! where no sorrow frowns ; 
Home of the many mansions. 

Home of the golden crowns ; 
Home of Jehovah's presence. 

Home of the Saviour's love. 
Home of the happy angels. 

Home of the saints above ! 
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LIGHT AFTER DARKNESS. 

Christian ! dotli some heavy care, 
Weightier than all cares gone by, 

Prompt the language of despair, 
Canse the frequent painful sigh ? 

Go to yonder sky and gaze, 

When the lowering storm is done ; 

Go and mark the pleasant rays 
Of the now returning sun ! 

All the landscape sparkles bright. 
But yon murky cloud we see. 

Seems to share a lovelier light, 
Decked superior seems to be. 

Thus when Jesus shall return, 

Troubled Christian ! most on thee, 

Who doth now dark trials mourn, 
Will His kindest influence be. 



THE THORN. 

I PRATED a boon from Jacob's God, 

In manhood's early dawn : 
That I might know He cared for me, 

And lo, He gave a thorn ! 

While gazing on the briary gift. 
And thrilling *neath its smart, 

Methought, This God will ne'er obtain 
The homage of my heart. 

Ud generous views the tempter sketched, 
And when the pain was high, 

Methought 'twas as the tempter said. 
He loved to hear me sigh. 

I wept, full many a briny tear 
Rolled down a pallid cheek ; 

I prayed, and then in accents mild 
Methought I heard one speak : — 
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To those whom God hath loved, rebnke 

And chastisement are given ; 
AfiBiction is a frequent path 

To lead a soul to heaven. 

Again I viewed the briary gift, 

Which erst was crowned with woes ; 

But now it seemed a fragrant branch. 
And now sustained a rose. 

Hence, when dark sorrows tease me here 
(The thorn which God hath given), 

I smile, anticipating when 

The flower shall bloom in heaven. 



THE SMITTEN ROCK. 

When Godhead, ere creation's day, 
Read the world's page of history ; 
He saw His earliest law profaned, 
And Eden lost as soon as gained. 

Then justice told of vengeance due, 
But blushed when mercy came in view ; 
'Twas then when love her children chose, 
The Rock of our salvation rose. 

In type the sons of Israel saw 
Christ satisfy a broken law ; 
But after-days have seen Him bleed. 
And satisfy the Law indeed. 

Dark Golgotha can best declare. 
Our refuge Rock was smitten there ; 
The purifying purple tide 
Comes from a Saviour's wounded side. 

Sinner ! hast thou obtained a view, 
And known that Jesus died for you ? 
For you doth flow the saving stream, 
If thou canst all confide in Him ! 
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AN IMPORTANT QUESTION. 

When Gtibriel sounds the day of doom, 
When thunders tell of judgment come ; 
Shall I, condemned, at Christ's left hand, 
Or, blissful, at His right hand stand ? 

When hell's abyss the lost behold. 

When heaven's bright gates are wide unrolled, 

Will hell my fainting soul receive, 

Or heaven a shining mansion give ? 

When Jesus counts each sparkling gem 
Which forms salvation's diadem ; 
Shall I enraptured mingle there ? 
My worthless name will Jesus bear ? 

Or will the exulting foe rejoice. 
And taunting tell, his fiendish voice 
Helped to allure my soul from heaven, 
And clutch the prey which sin had given ? 

Extremes how dreadful ! but between. 
No intermediate state is seen ; 
Heaven, rapture, joy, the soul will share ; 
Or hell, and horror, and despair ! 

JUSTIFICATION. 

Methought by faith I gained a view, 

Of yon empyrean field ; 
When seated on the eternal hills. 

The God a council held. 

'Twas long ere time began its course, 
Yet present there was Time ; 

He spread his scroll before the God, 
And there was Eden's crime. 

I blushed, and dolorous tears ran down, 

I wept my kin's disgrace ; 
Till joyful shouts surprised ray ear, 

And wonder filled the place. 
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A voice had left the middle throne, 

An answering bad been heard ; 
And seraphs praised the Counsellor, 

To man, the Incarnate Word. 

'Twas long ere I could read the bliss, 

Or trembling know the scheme ; 
The Son had pledged to justify, 

His death was to redeem. 

Spirit ! 'twas sweet this blissful view, 

But yet on bended knee 
I ask again that faith may soar. 

To learn He died for me ! 

AFFECTIONS HBAVENWAED. 

" Set your affection on things above I " Col. iii. 2. 

Nor our heart nor our home is below, 
But once, alas ! both wandered here ; 

Till adversity made us unwillingly know 
That earth is the dwelling of care. 

Nor our heart nor our home is below, 
Like the dove we looked round for our nest ; 

We beheld it, and straightway were earnest to go 
To the ark that alone affords rest. 

Nor our heart nor our home is below, 
And since our desires have been given, 

Over mountain and vale, like a swit't-footed roe, 
We would haste to our home in yon heaven. 

Nor our heart nor our home is below ; 

Death ! when will thy current appear ? 
We would leap in the gush of its boisterous flow, 

All assured that a Saviour is near. 

Nor our heart nor our home is below ; 

'Tis beyond the last shore of that stream ; 
Uprising therefrom we shall bask in its glow. 

And in pleasure's perpetual beam. 
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MARRIAGE. 

When fresh from God's great wonder-working hand, 

Our earliest parent in his Eden roved ; 
He gazed delighted o'er the beauteous land, 

And praised and worshipped, and admired and loved ; 
But still, though rapture glowed within his breast, 

'Twas rapture not unmingled with alloy ; 
God saw the want, and brought earth's loveKest guest, 

The smiling angel of conjugal joy. 

When the sly tempter, envious of their state. 

Lured our first mother, guileless of the foe ; 
When the fond husband undeceived would eat. 

Determined to partake the threatened woe ; 
When sin its universal influence shed, 

Withering the flowers of every earthly grove. 
When all the joys forsook, she kindly stayed, 

The heaven-born cherub of conjugal love. 

Hail, purest sunshine of the human breast, 

Sweet visitant, which stUl untired remains ; 
Oft an insulted, oft a slighted guest. 

Bringing thy chalice to relieve our pains ; 
Still beautiful as when his blooming fair 

Abel acknowledged in the face of heaven, 
While his tall father, priest and patriarch there. 

Prayed that conjugal blessings might be given. 

Still beautiful as when the incarnate Lord, 

At Cana's towers, in Salem's holy land, 
With His first miracle-performing word 

Honoured the feast which crowned the nnptial band ; 
Still beautiful when faith its mystery reads. 

Developing the Church's marriage-tie ; 
She looks to Christ for all her earthly needs, 

And she shall reign with Him eternally. 

Invited, lady, I presume to obtrude 
Congratulations this important hour ; 
ay every earthly, every heavenly good 
Soothe and distinguish your domestic bower; 
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[nheritors togetbor may ye gain 

All the rich blessings which God's grace imparts ; 
And fellow-travellers in a world of pain, 

Find constant comfort spring from kindred hearts ! 



ON THE DEATH OF AN INFANT. 

Blest babe, removed no more to roam, 
On angel's wing to yonder home, 
Join the loud anthem. Praise to God, 
And thank Him for a Saviour's blood. 

A tear was in thy mother's eye. 
Thy father's bosom heaved a sigh ; 
'Twas hard to part as soon as given. 
To yield thee, though it were to heaven. 

Nature would strive, but thou art gone. 
Thy life-day ceased at earliest mom. 
To burst again with brighter ray 
And shine throughout eternity. 

Methinks if 1 could hear thy voice, 
'Twould whispering bid thy sire rejoice, 
'Twould tell thy mother's tear to stay, — 
Hark ! do I hear thine accents say ? — 

Weep not for me ; when death was gone, 
Kind angels bore me to the throne. 
The ivory throne where Godhead sate. 
And Jesus stood my Advocate. 

My harp-string joins the anthem now. 
My voice is heard when praises flow ; 
A glittering crown this forehead wears, 
This hand a waving palm-branch bears. 

I tread the city paved with gold. 
My mansion, but you can't behold, 
Stands there with every splendour decked, 
And Jesus is the Architect ! 



206 TENDRILS. 

»^ I WILL COME AND HEAL HIM." 

Matt. yiii. 7. 

When our kind Saviour dwelt below, 

He gave a listening ear, 
And ere the tale of woe was done, 

He sent deliverance near. 

The lame, the palsied, and the blind, 
If faith was in their prayer. 

No sooner sought His helping hand, 
Than they His help did share. 

This the centurion found who came 
His servant's life to crave ; 

Lord ! speak ! the word will be enough ! 
And Jesns spoke to save. 

And though no more a dweller here, 

Immanuel still regards ; 
Jesus, the good Physician, ne'er 

A suffering soul discards. 

Go, pale one, writhing 'neath the smart 

Of sin discovered now ; 
Naught but the balm that Grilead yields 

Can soothe thy troubled brow. 

Go to the throne, the mercy throne ; 

The Saviour hears thee there ; 
Tell all thy grief ; tell all thy need ; 

'Twill not be wasted prayer. 

The answering may appear delayed ; 

'Tis given, though yet unseen ; 
Soon it will burst the nurturing sod, 

A flower 'mid living green. 

Then, what though trouble led the van. 
And constant grief was by. 

Gone are the clouds to some far home. 
And left a sunshine sky. 
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'Twas tlms I found it when I prayed, 
Trusting that Christ wonld hear ; 

Methonght that I should scarcely know 
The way to shed a tear. 

Wondering, I found my cares increafie ; 

I said, " He hears not me ; " 
Since then IVe found cares sanctified 

The kindest answer be. 

These wean the soul from sordid joys, 

And fix her hopes on high ; 
How dear, when earth is wrapped in gloom, 

The far-off cloudless sky ! 

Therefore I wait, more patient now. 

At Jesus' footstool still ; 
Lord ! let me hear Thy garments move ; 

Say, I will come and heal ! 



ON THE DEATH OF AN AGED DISCIPLE. 

Oh let not the gloom and the sorrow 

O'ershadow the spirit too long. 
Let the grave bright habiliments borrow. 

And bereavement endeavour a song; 
Our pathway is through tribulation, 

*Tis the legacy left us in love, 
*Tis our Saviour's ordained preparation 

For the calm and the sunshine above. 

While we stand at the grave of our brother, 

Whose loss we unite to deplore. 
We need not our sympathies smother, 

Christ wept o'er a brother before ; 
But let us gaze through its dark portal. 

Let faith all obstructions remove. 
And then we shall view him immortal, 

In the calm and the sunshine above. 
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He shared in the strife and privation, 

He drank of the chalice of woe, 
He resisted the snare and temptation. 

While dwelling in Mesech below ; 
Now reached the bright home of his glory, 

No more sin or sickness to prove, 
He unites in redemption's glad story, 

In the calm and the sunshine above. 

Almighty ! onr pathway pursuing, 

We still in the wilderness dwell ; 
Lord ! wilderness mercies renewing. 

Guide, guard, and supply us as well; 
Let faith, hope, and patience progressing. 

Lead on to the fountain of love. 
Where bliss everlasting possessing, 

We shall bask in the sunshine above. 



DEATH. 

What schemes do timorous men devise. 
To escape the stroke of death ! 

How dearly do they seem to prize. 
Life's frail and fleeting breath ! 

And what is life ? a scene of cares ! 

And what is it to die ? 
'Tis to behold a brighter world, 

And have the power to fly ! 

Such and no more to ransomed men, 
Pale threatening boaster, thou ! 

Gladly they meet thy harmless dart. 
And mount with laurelled brow. 

Then strive not, to escape him, strive 

To spoil him of his sting ! 
By seeking the all- conquering grace. 

Of his superior King ! 
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Hast thou not beard on Calvary's cross, 

Death met entire defeat ? 
His conqueror vanquished him, that man 

Shonld share the benefit. 

Yonder, with smiling face. He gives, 

He gives to all that come, 
The promise of sufficient grace. 

And of a heavenly home ! 

Dost thou, proud man ! contemn the gift, 

Because the grace is free ? 
The foe exults above thy fall, 

Christ did not die for thee ! 



MORNING. 

Welcome, morning's earliest ray. 
O'er a dark world gleaming ; 

Herald of the opening day, 
Of a brighter beaming. 

Thou dost joy and gladness shed 

Over vale and ocean, 
Bidding all who 've slumbered, 

Pay to God devotion. 

From his moss-couch see the bird 
To the blue cloud soaring, 

Now the matin song is heard. 
He is grateful pouring. 

Like the sky -bird, I would raise 
Anthems of thanksgiving, 

Earth's Creator I would praise. 
Holy ! Ever-living ! 

Praise Him, for His arm is nigh. 
Still my pathway keeping ; 

Praise, for His paternal eye 
Watched my hour of sleeping ! 
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RETROSPECTIOK 

« There shall they rehearse His righteonB acts.'* 

JUD. V. 11. 

Beneath the lofty palm-tree's shade, 

Beside the springing well, 
The place for safe refreshment made, 

Let Zion's children tell : — 
Let them rehearse in Songs of praise 

The wondrous acts of God, 
And all His righteous works and ways 

Exalting sound abroad. 

Sing how He came arrayed in power 

Forth from His ancient throne. 
Where from an unbeginning hour 

He dwelt unseen, unknown ; 
He came. He spoke, dark chaos heard. 

And felt her reign was done ; 
Life, light, and love obeyed the word. 

And time's first day begun. 

Sing how He saw the tempter's pride, 

All boastful in success, 
And how He drew the veil aside 

Of predetermined grace ; 
Then Satan found his deep-laid plan 

Was overruled for good, 
And God vouchsafed to ransom man 

By covenant sealed with blood. 

Sing how He saw the peopled world 

Increase in desperate guilt. 
How in the wave its hills He hurled, 

And then again rebuilt ; 
Safe on its watery brow He steered 

His Church within the ark, 
A living Goshen, brightly cheered 

When all in death was dark. 
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Sing how He led His rescued bands 

From Mizraim's wailing coasts, 
Throiigli severed seas, and scorching sands, 

And Moab's f nrions hosts ! 
Sing how His promise He fnlfilled, 

In Canaan's land of rest, 
The throne of David there to boild. 

And make His people blest. 

Sing how He came, the Great Supreme, 

In human form arrayed. 
And publishing salvation's scheme, 

Was numbered with the dead ; 
Sing how He rose ; the grave in vain 

Would bind the ascending Lord ; 
Death, hell, and sin were in His train, 

The trophies of His sword. 

Sing how He rules the wide world round. 

Lifts and deposes kings ; 
Earth's mightiest men and states are found 

With Him but trivial things ; 
All are but instruments to build 

His Church — His chosen Bride ; 
And when this purpose is fulfilled, 

All will be cast aside. 

Sing how in Zion still He reigns, 

And with observant care 
Weighs all her pleasures and her pains. 

To each the appointed share ; 
And soon — ^the conflict Jdl gone by, 

The latest member come — 
He will present them in the sky. 

Their everlasting home. 

Sing louder ! — Ah, my harp in vain 

Its best endeavour tries ; 
I cannot grasp the lofty strain 

Of heavenly harmonies ; 
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But shonld I reacli the courts above, 
A humble minstrel there, 

His righteous acts, His wondrous love. 
None louder shall declare. 



" THEN LOOK UP." 
Luke xxi. 28. 

Brethren, hear the preacher's word 

In the trouble, in the strife ; 
Let the mandate of our Lord 

Gild with hope the clouds of life ! 
Worldlings may in deep dismay. 

Strangers to the Christian's hope. 
Sink in trouble's gloomy day ; 

Saints in sorrow should look up ! 

Is the Zion of our God 

By besiegers compassed round. 
Thirsting for her children's blood ? 

Do conspirators abound ? 
Gird the armour Jesus gives ! 

Fight and pray, but never yield ! 
Foes may vaunt, but Jesus lives. 

Conqueror in the battle-field. 

Hath the citadel within 

Traitors wearing Zion's dress. 
Holding doctrines fraught with sin. 

Hostile to Christ's righteousness ? 
Shun their fawning, scorn their frown, 

Faithful to the Saviour's cross. 
Panting for your heavenly crown, 

Counting earthly things as dross ! 

Magistrates, ordained of God, 
If they slight or hurt His cause. 

Let obedience to their word 
Be subservient to His laws ! 
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Fearless serve and dauntless own 

Jesus, Zion's only King, 
Jesus, Zion's Priest alone, 

And her only offering ! 

Jesus ! from Thy glorious throne 

See Thy people looking up ; 
Help must come from Thee alone ! 

Thou art all Thy people's hope ! 
While in faith we waiting gaze. 

Saviour ! look in mercy now ! 
Then shall rise Thy people's praise, 

And thanksgivings crown Thy brow. 



LORD'S-DAY MORNING. 

Sun ! gild with all thy brightest rays 

This sacred Sabbath morn ; 
While my glad soul with early praise 

Salutes the opening dawn. 

World ! come not with thy look of care, 
My mind would now be free ; 

Let me at least this one day share. 
All undisturbed by thee I 

Religion ! let earth's votaries smile, 

Religion claims to-day ; 
Oh, may religious thoughts beguile, 

And banish gloom away ! 

To-day may streams of incense rise. 
Of prayer, and praise, and song, 

Acceptably above the skies. 
The utterance of my tongue ! 

And if my God approving hear. 
And send His blessing down ; 

The world's cold mock I shall not fear, 
Nor shrink before her frown. 
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A PSALM FOR THE DAY. 

WbITTEN DUBINa THE VISITATION OF THE GhOLEBA. 

Almighty ! Thy children, whose daring transgression 
Hath wakened and thrice hath commissioned the rod, 

We approach Thee with language of humble confession, 
And supplicate mercy, most merciful God ! 

When famine across the pale world was progressing, 
Wide scattering the mildew and blight in its path, 

Thou spakest; we know 'twas our Father's suppress- 
ing, 
Compassionate still in the day of Thy wrath. 

When anarchy in its war chariot careering, 

Rushed mad through the nations in havoc and blood. 

When trembling we watched its expected appearing, 
Britannia was shielded — protected by Qod. 

Now pestilence in our own borders abiding. 
Breathes death all around us in terrible form. 

We know, we acknowledge the voice of Thy chiding. 
We know our transgressions have kindled the storm. 

O Lord ! we confess, we confess it repenting, 

The famine, the war-cry, each threatened in vain, 

And well we deserve it if now, unrelenting. 

Thou shouldst scorn our petitions, and mock at our 
pain. 

But look on our Shield, and behold Thine Anointed ! 

We shelter ourselves in the cleft of that Rock ! 
Let to-day be Thy mercy's set moment appointed. 

And smile once again on the sheep of Thy flock ! 

A voice from Thine Ephraims, our Father addressing. 
All conscious of woe, and of weakness, and want ; 

Ob, turn us, and we shall be turned; and the blessing 
To His Ephraims repentant, Jehovah will grant ! 
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Almighty ! shake over our sonls and our nation 
The leaves of the Tree that is given to heal, 

Bestow on Thine Ephraims a double salvation, 
The pestilence banish, and Jesus reveal ! 

ALTERED FEELINGS. 

No more, Lord, no more wo aid my soul urge the prayer 
That affiction may far from my pathway remove, 

For now I have learnt tribulation and care 
Is the lot of the people whom Jesus doth love. 

No more, Lord, no more shall prosperity bright 
Be ardently sought for, my stores to increase ; 

Its day too oft ends in a dangerous night, 

And its smile is too frequently bartered for peace. 

No more. Lord, no more shall ambition's tall spires 
Delude me with visions of rapture below ; 

Now *bove the blue cloud fly my prouder desires, 
To a crown and a mansion eternal they go. 

No more. Lord, no more would I envy the throng. 
The worldly, who bask in their sunshine of joy ; 

My voice cannot join in their bacchanal song. 
Nor be gratified with their unholy employ. 

While these drain the cup. that wild pleasure affords. 
And others toil hard up thy pinnacle, Fame ; 

While statesmen astonish the world with their words. 
And conquering warriors the laurel wreath claim ; 

Give me, distant far from the pageantries there, 

Where the world's noise and bustle do never intrude. 

With a breast undisturbed by earth's cankering care. 
To find the bright pathway that leads to my God. 

Give me, 'neath green bowers where the nightingales 
sing. 

In alcoves the verdure of nature supplies, 
To learn the sweet anthem to Jesus my King, 

Which louder, ere long, I shall sing in the skies. 
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ON THE DEATH OF THE EEV. G. C. 

King of the cold and clammy brow ! 

Thou mayest thy fatal dart prepare, 
A ransomed one thou com'st to now, 

And wilt but little glory share ; 
See, standing on the sable flood, 

He marks thy approach to set him free ; 
" I trust," he shouts, " Christ's precious blood, 

My shield is red with victory ! 

I would not die the death of those 

Who never tasted sovereign grace ; 
My breast with holy fervour glows, 

I would God's many mercies trace ; 
I would a testimony leave, 

I long to tell God's love to me, 
I have no fear to cross the wave, 

My shield is bright with victory ! 

I am no common sinner, Lord ! 

The Bible which a mother gave, 
I ODce disdained, but now Thy word 

Illumes my passage through the grave *, 
Thou mad'st my obdurate bosom yield, 

Or I had never thought of Thee ; 
My Captain's triumphs gild my shield. 

Emblazoning it with victory ! 

Like Hezekiah, I would fain 

The period of my days extend ; 
Much should I love to preach again 

The glories of the sinuer's Friend; 
But all is well, for every soul, 

Secured by covenant and decree. 
Shall find, when death's dark billows roll. 

Their shield, like mine, is victory ! " 
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ONCE MORE. 

Written for a Lady's Album. 
Yet I will look again toward Thy holy temple." Jonah ii. 4. 

If I must stain this spotless page, 

Obedient to a lady's word ; 
What nobler subject can engage, 

Than Jesus, my almighty Lord ! 

Lady ! when life was in its spring, 
Ere yet I knew the world's deceit ; 

I mounted with ambition's wing, 
Determined to be rich and great. 

• 

Heedless of God, I proudly thought, 
My powers would gain me station high ; 

But trials cut my pinions short. 
And would not, lady, let me fly. 

Impetuous then my heart rebelled. 
Spumed angry the restraining rod ; 

Till somewhat were my mnrmurings quelled, 
When I was taught it came from God ! 

AflBiction seemed to find a voice ; 

It said, My errand is in love ; 
I come to wean from earthly toys, 

And lift your thoughts to things above. 

It told me honours, wealth, estates. 

Were trifles unto aliens given ; 
While for His children God reserves 

Himself, and happiness, and heaven. 

Subdued, I sought the place of prayer. 

And, prostrate at the mercy seat, 
Acknowledging my baseness there, 

I prayed I might acceptance meet. 

I asked that I might know indeed 

God was a covenant God to me ; 
That 'twas for me the Saviour bled^ 

When crucified on Calvary ! 
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I asked a word, a look, a smile. 
Some evidence of interest plain ; 

This, lady, 's my petition still ; 
I ask, and ask, and ask again ! 

I cannot, dare not, leave the door, 
For when I cease to knock and pray, 

There's something whispers, " Try once more ! 
This may be Grod*s appointed day " ! 

Lady ! if yon have seen His face. 

Oh, when you next approach the throne, 

Tell Him a suppliant seeks His grace, 
Whose hope is nearly, nearly gone ! 



WILDERKESS PETITION. 

Almighty ! my Father ! my Friend ! 

Who hast brought me subdued to Thy throne ; 
To the voice of my prayer condescend, 

And the gracious relationship own ; 
My petition no longer would crave 

Either riches or honours below. 
But while I the wilderness brave. 

Lord ! wilderness mercies bestow ! 

I have learnt that my home is not here. 

That this is an enemy's land ; 
And a sojourner I would appear. 

With my scrip and my staff in my hand ; 
With my face towards my home on the hill, 

I would trust to the Lord of the place. 
That the wilderness hours He*ll beguile 

With wilderness tokens of grace ! 

Thus far He hath led and supplied. 

Thus far hath attended my way ; 
And though in a cloud He may guide, 

'Tis a pillar my foes to dismay ; 
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His boniity my table hath spread, 
Than manna what more can I want ? 

And while I the wilderness tread, 
Lord ! that in the wilderness grant ! 

Continne, my Father ! my Lord ! 

Continue thns blessing to bless ; 
Li my bosom Thy love died abroad, 

And lift np the light of Thy face ! 
Commune with me. Lord ! as with Thine, 

While my pilgrimage here I pursue ; 
Thus, Lord ! in the wilderness shine. 

And wilderness darkness subdue ! 

Oh, strengthen the faith Thou hast given, 

The faith that trusts Christ on His throne ; 
Let me climb the pavilions of heaven. 

And see Him and know Him my own ! 
Great Comforter, Teacher, and Guide ! 

Oh, manifest Jesus to me ! 
In the wilderness though I abide. 

No wilderness then will it be ! 



JOY m SORROW. 

There is a joy to multitudes unknown ! 

'Tis while the touch of sorrow pales the brow, 
With head on hand recumbent, and alone, 

To meditate the cause why tear-drops flow ; 
Why .one perpetual sunshine is not life ; 
Why ever mingled with the shades of strife. 

Then rush upon the musing soul, the view 

Of Eden's grove and Calvary's summit, where, 
Sin that engendered grief, and every care, 

A victory and defeat o'erwhelming knew ! 
And then faith muses on the Conqueror's home, 
Within whose blissful borders, ne'er to roam. 
The sori'owing soul aspires to wing its way ! 
Bright hope ! diffusing joy in sorrow's day ! 
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NOT MASTEE^LORD! 

" And a certain scribe came, and said nnto Him, Master, 
. . . and another of His disciples said nnto Him, 
Lord, . . . and He said, . . . Follow Me!" 
Matt. viii. 19-22. 

" No man can say that Jesus is the Lord, bat by the 
Holy Ghost." 1 Cob. xii. 3. 

Call EGm not Master, call Him Lord ! 
For Master sonnds too harsh a word, 

For such a Friend in need ; 
On earth He ne'er approved the name, 
For all who owned no nearer claim, 
Hetnmed nnblest as first they came, 

And do not now succeed. 

Call Him not Master, call Him Lord ! 
Love draws ns with a stronger cord, 

Than duty drives its slave ; 
*Tis no hard drudgery we yield, 
Sin bound us once in chains concealed, 
But He our bondage first revealed. 

And then our freedom gave. 

Call Him not Master, call Him Lord ! 
He bared His bosom to the sword, 

Which justice drew on us ; 
He veiled His glory, left His throne, 
Learnt how to suffer, how to groan. 
Yea, shed His life's blood to atone, 

And shield us from the curse. 

Call Him not Master, call Him Lord ! 
Remembering if we can accord 

To Him in truth that name ; 
Taught by the Spirit, sacred Dove ! 
And influenced thus by heavenly love. 
Our own discipleship we prove. 

Our birth Divine proclaim. 

Call Him not Master, call Him Lord ! 
He ne'er employs so stem a word 
Relationship to prove ; 
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To softest phrase He condescends, 
He terms us brethren, children, friends. 
He kindly whispers, meekly bends. 
His accents all are love. 

Encouraged thus, my Lord, I crave. 
Instruct and bless, and guide and save ! 

I look alone to Thee 
For all I want while here below, 
For hope to strengthen as I go, 
For faith still more Thyself to know. 

Lord ! grant Thy grace to me ! 

aOPE DEFERRED MAKETH THE HEART 

SICK/' 

Prov. xiii. 12. 

Once with a proud, untiring wiog. 

My lofty hope could rise. 
Anchoring where dwells the Eternal King, 

Within the far off skies. 

Gloom might obstruct my prospects here, 

But every cloud around. 
With green and golden beams to cheer. 

There was a rainbow found. 

Friends might desert and slanders come. 

But undismayed I stood ; 
" Sunshine," I said, " ere long will bloom ; 

My help is in my God ! " 

To God I went with every care. 

And then with bended knee ; 
Methought that when recumbent there, 

I did my Saviour see. 

I learnt while in the furnace then 

Instruction wise and good ; 
And little communing with men, 

I seemed to talk with God. 
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I asked for one soft whispering word, 
This was my chief request ; 

One utterance from my gracious Lord, 
To make me wholly blest. 

One view of yonder heavenly hill, 

One momentary glance, 
Which would my soul with rapture fill, 

Of Jesus' countenance ! 

Long tedious years hath patience stayed, 
Oft knocked at mercy's door ; 

But ah ! so long it seems delayed, 
That hope will hope no more. 

While at the threshold thus I wait. 
Still the storm beats aloud ; 

And lingering doubly desolate, 
No rainbow gilds the cloud. 

No opening vista yields a view 
Of some bright distant day ; 

No second spring can life renew, 
And mine dies fast away. 

Depressed, I strive to lisp a prayer, 
In prayerful posture bend ; 

But now no Saviour meets me there ; 
He seems an absent Friend. 

New cares with every day arise ; 

I faint beneath the load ; 
And hope with vain endeavour tries 

To look for help to God. 

With broken pinion now it falls ; 

It will not soar- again ; 
And, wearied with unanswered calls. 

It says that prayer is vain. 
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Slothful I rise wben morning comes, 

Depressed go tbrongh the day, 
Listless behold the evening glooms. 

And thus time glides away. 

Lord ! in this dreary, dangerons honr. 

Remember me for good ! 
Let some sweet promise come with power, 

And say Thou art my God ! 



AN EVENING HYMN. 

God of sunshine, and the hours. 
When the silvery moon is high. 

Hear us from earth's twilight bowers. 
Hear Thy children's evening cry ! 

Lord ! we prayed when morning rose. 
Bless us ! and the blessing came ; 

Now when eve's mild circlet glows 
We would supplicate the same. 

Spread the shelter of Thy wings. 

Covert to our still abode ; 
'Tis Thy children. King of kings, 

Asking of their Father God ! 

Balmy slumber to our eyes. 
Heavenly visions of delight, 

Scenes of dawning ecstasies. 
Send to cheer the tedious night. 

Every hostile footstep stay, 

Bar the storm, the flame, the flood ; 
Hear us, 'tis Thy children pray. 

And be our protecting God ! 

Then again when sunbeams wake. 
Grateful songs again shall rise ; 

Hear us for the Saviour's sake, 
And accept our sacrifice ! 
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"AOT) THEY SHALL SEE HIS FACE." 

Bey. zzii. 4. 

Tell me not of the jasper walls, 
Of the gemmed foundations there ; 

Of the glittering streets of burnished gold, 
Of the palm-branch I shall bear ! 

Nor walls, nor streets, nor pearly gates. 

Nor the bright ivory throne, 
Will tempt my eye when I can gaze, 

On Him who sits thereon ! 

He is the prize yon heaven contains, 

The chiefest treasure there ; 
There's nought in heaven, and nought on earth, 

With Jesus may compare. 

When shall I cleave yon distant blue, 

And praise on bended knee ; 
WTien shall I, with adoring eyes, 

My God ! my Saviour ! see ? 



"ONE JESUS.'' 
Acts xxv. 19. 

One Jesus ! though derision's tongue 

The appellation gave. 
It will remain the sweetest name 

Of Him who died to save ; 
One Jesus ! heaven 'mongst all her thrones 

No other Jesus yields ; 
And earth has none which can compare 

Through all her fiugrant fields. 

One Jesus ! ere yon radiant sun 

Sprang bounding in its race, 
One Jesus ratified and sealed, 

The covenant of grace ; 
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Appointed, chosen, well approved, 

Onr Substitute He stood. 
Engaging then to pay our debts, 

And justify with blood. 

One Jesns ! Sacrifice and type, 

In all their long array, 
His person were to adumbrate, 

His mission to display ; 
Prophets and seers His coming told, 

Although in mystic phrase ; 
And all the royal minstrel's songs 

Exhibited His praise. 

One Jesus, at the time decreed, 

Assumed a human dress ; 
And with His own obedience wrought, 

A perfect righteousness ! 
Redemption's work accomplished then, 

The winepress fully trod ; 
One Jesus rose triumphantly. 

The manifested God ! 

One Jesus was the single theme 

Apostles published wide ; 
Proclaiming through earth's length and breadth, 

One Jesus crucified ! 
This single theme, with wondrous power, 

Changed darkness into light ; 
Diffusing ever-living day 

O'er nations blind as night. 

One Jesus, is the only plea 

For suppliants at the throne ; 
The mighty Intercessor there. 

Commanding blessings down ! 
Jesus ! regard my feeble prayer, 

And lift the shrouding veil. 
Enabling me, like Paul, to affirm 

One Jesus liveth still I 

Q 
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ON THE DEATH OF A MINISTER. 

Commissioned by the conrt of heaven, 

The pallid monarch see ; 
Disciple of the Cmcified ! 

His message is to thee. 

Fear not his mde and boisterons tonch. 

His dart is stingless now ; 
Nor tremble at the freezing dews 

He scatters on thy brow. 

He but unlocks thy mortal cage, 
That fresh, and glad, and free. 

Thy long-imprisoned spirit may 
Enjoy its liberty. 

Plunge dauntless in the sable stream 

To which he leads thee on ; 
Its cold dark tide will waft thee safe 

To the celestial throne. 

See, at the foot of Zion's hill, 

A white-robed convoy waits, 
Sent by the Lord of Zion's towers 

To guide through Zion*s gates. 

They bear the harp, the golden crown. 

The stainless robe they bring. 
The palm-branch and the jewels sent 

Express from Zion's King. 

Go, bright one ! from a withered world. 

To thine own mansion go ; 
When we would fain thine absence mourn, 

The tears refuse to flow. 

How can. we grieve, though valued mnch. 

That thou art gone to Him 
"Whose ]ove, and truth, and faithfulness, 

Were here thy constant theme ? 
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That faithful God, who called thee hence, 

A jewel for His crown, 
Bemembering His inheritance, 

Will send fresh blessings down. 

He will the orphans' tears regard. 

The lonely widow's sigh ; 
The sorrowing people's deep lament 

Shall reach His throne on high. 

To all the promise still remains, 

Sufficient is My grace ! 
Let all, enabled by Thee, Lord, 

Best on Thy faithfulness ! 



ASCENSION. 

The first bright purple streak of day, 

Shoots from its eastern home. 
Gilding the place where Jesus lay, 

The rich man's virgin tomb ; 
O glorious hour ! transcendent view ! 

The Saviour bursts the grave ; 
Snaps Satan's brazen chain in two, 

Aid soars with power to save. 

Faith ! lend thy strongest pinion now. 

And let my panting soul. 
Mounting th» rainbow's golden brow. 

Survey without control ; 
Let me from heaven's bright turrets see 

The conquering God ascend, 
Badiant in all His majesty. 

Our ever-living Friend ! 

Surrounded with unnumbered throngs, 

He marches to His throne ; 
And 'mid the praise of countless tongues, 

Assumes His place thereon ; 
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Israel's Jehovah owns, well pleased, 

The mighty mission done ; 
And publishes the grand release, 

Salvation through the Son ! 

I faint ! I fall ! these lofty scenes, 

To reach I vainly strive ; 
With clonds and cares earth intervenes, 

And tells me where I live ; 
Still in the wilderness I move, 

A pilgrim seeking rest ; 
Lord ! who hast tanght my heart to love. 

Oh, take me to Thy breast ! 



" THAT I MAY KNOW HIM ! " 

Phil. ill. 10. . 

Come, saints, and with a joyfnl tongue. 
Unite in one harmonious song, 

One universal prayer ; 
We all can join in one request. 
One wish there is fills every breast, 

One blessing all would share. 

Babes who can scarcely tell their birth. 
Who only lisp Immanuers worth. 

In wishes and desire ; 
Can yet with utterance loud and high, 
Join in the apostolic cry. 

And Christ to know aspire ! 

Young men, who strong in Zion's God, 
Walk valorous on in Zion's road. 

And fight by faith the foe ; 
Fervent as Paul, would all exclaim. 
Our only hope is in His name. 

And Him we long to know ! 
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And honoured fathers, on whose head 
The snows of numerous years have shed 

The blossoms of the grave, 
Who long have known, and much have proved, 
Still more to know of Him they've loved. 

With restless ardour crave. 

On Zion, Lord, united thus, 

The blessing grant ! oh give to us 

Faith's all-sufficient eye ! 
Let ns behold Thee as our own. 
Thy covenant characters make known. 

Thy saving grace apply ! 

Eternal Father ! let us know 
That by adopting mercy Thou 

Our covenant Father art ! 
That Thou, for Jesus' sake, wilt grant 
What in the wilderness we want. 

And endless life impart. 

Immanuel ! ever-honoured name. 
Thy people's Substitute, the Lamb, 

Who died for them to atone ! 
We ne'er shall all Thy love conceive, 
Bat, ever learning, still shall leave 

A fathomless unknown ! 

Spirit Jehovah ! grant that we 
The promised Comforter in Thee 

May sweetly realize ! 
Be Thou our Teacher, Thou our Guide ! 
In life be always at our side. 

And guard us to the skies ! 

Lord ! lowliest in fair Zion's train, 
Behold Thy suppliant again 

The same petition brings ! 
Lord ! lift the veil, the clouds dispel. 
The Sun of righteousness reveal, 

With healing in His wings ! 
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** PRAISE WAITETH FOR THEE, O GOD, 

IN ZION ! " 

Ps. Ixv. 1. 

Mt heart, Lord, once a desert waste, 

A wilderness where nothing grew 
Bnt noxious weeds of poisonous taste. 

Injurious and infectious too ; 
Now by Thy mercy shining there. 

Longs to become a f ruit^l land, 
A spot enclosed to flourish fair, 

A garden of Thine own right hand. 

Thy plough hath passed across my heart, 

These thorns and thistles levelling low ; 
And though the roots do not depart, 

Thy power permits them not to grow ! 
But, oh, my Lord, Thy work resume, 

Thy gracious husbandry renew. 
Let Sharon's fragrant roses bloom. 

The lily of the valley too ! 

Outstretched in waiting attitude, 

A fallow field prepared by Thee, 
Cast in the seed Thou callest good, 

And let my fruit abundant be ; 
The dew, the sunshine, Lord, bestow. 

The early and the latter rain, 
Command the freshening winds to blow. 

And every withering blight restrain ! 

If, Lord, unworthy though I be, 

I may put in a trembling claim. 
And one in Zion built by Thee, 

Assume that highly honoured name ; 
Oh, I would say, Thy Zion waits. 

Impatient for Thy coming stays, 
And wide unfolded all her gates, 

Longs to burst forth in joyous praise. 
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Thou who hast thus my heart subdued, 

These warm desires implanting there, 
Let Thy glad visit be renewed. 

Let me again Thy influence share ! 
Dreary and long, the winter now 

Yields to the gentle power of spring, 
And faith's full bud to burst and blow 

Waits but the presence of the King. 

" LET THE SIGHING OF THE PRISONER 
COME BEFORE THEE ! " 

Pb. Izxix. 11. 

Lord ! from the cell, the cheerless cell, 

Of deadness, darkness, care ; 
The dreary dungeon where I dwell, 

A prisoner of despair ; 

Fain would I raise a prayerful sigh, 
Would urge a pleading groan ; 

Permit the scarcely uttered cry 
To reach the eternal throne ! 

Saviour ! who bear'st upon Thy breast 

Thine Israel's cherished name ; 
Acknowledged as Thine Israel's Priest, 

The Altar and the Lamb ; 

On Thee, who canst be touched with all 

That pales Thy people's brow ; 
Thou great High Priest ! on Thee I call, 

My only helper now ! 

As Aaron stood in ancient days 

To introduce to God 
The people's prayer, the people's praise, 

With incense and with blood ; 

So art Thou now, we bless Thy name. 

By ofi&ce and by love. 
Engaged to feed the expiring flame. 

And lift our prayers above. 
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Let my petition — else in vain — 

Thine intercession share ! 
Let it Thy precious perf ame gain, 

And prove snccessf ol prayer ! 

Let Thy good Spirit, present now, 

My supplications aid ! 
And His rich influences bestow 

To make the mourner glad ! 

Thou know'st the language of my sigh, 

The meaning of my groan, 
The burden of my urgent cry 

Is one request alone. 

All minor things, all blessings less, 
Prized as they each should be, 

Only as harbingers of this 
Are rendered dear to me. 

I want to feel that grace and faith 

Are not ideal things. 
And know that what the Scripture saith 

Comes from the King of kings. 

No testimony man can build. 

No eloquence he knows. 
To me can satisfaction yield. 

Or give my breast repose. 

I want, by realizing grace, 

To know grace comes from Thee ; 

I want, by seeing Jesus* face. 
To know He smiles on me. 

Come, promised vision, hindered long, 
Li rainbow beauties dressed ; 

Thanksgivings then shall load my song. 
And gladness fill my breast ! 
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A SUPPLICATION. 

'* Make haste, O God, to deliver ; make haste to 
help me, my God I " Ps. Ixx. 1. 

Make haste, my Father and my God ! 

Make haste to my relief ! 
My foemen boast exultingly, 

And laugh at all my grief. 

Thou hast aforetime been my help, 

When other help was none ; 
Deliverer then from bygone cares ! 

Oh, help again Thy son ! 

My own weak hand hath vain essayed 

To wield the warlike sword ; 
I fall ! my foemen victory shout ! 

Oh, make no tarrying, Lord ! 

Come on the whirlwind's rapid gush ! 

Yoke sunbeams to Thy car ! 
Thy dread right arm alone can quell 

The Ishmaers mock. Ah ! ah ! 



PSALM CXXXVII. 

Oh, do not ask a song from me ; 

My harp, with broken string, 
Suspended on grief's favourite tree. 

Is not in tune to sing. 

The anthems Zion's children raise 
Are strangers to my tongue ; 

Oblivious now is former praise. 
Forgotten every song. 

As captive Israel pensive sighed 
By Chebar's ancient stream, 

While foes, their misery to deride. 
Said, Sing us Zion's hymn ! 
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How shall we sing, they sorrowing said, 
Chained to a foreign strand, 

The notes our royal minstrel made 
For our own native land ! 

How shall we swell the chorus high. 
Wreathed for Moriah's fane ! 

No, Salem's melodies must die 
Till Salem live again ! 

They could not glad hosannas raise 
While gloom obscured the breast ; 

Nor can I sing a song of praise 
Till joy again be guest f 

SPOILS WON IN BATTLE. 

** Out of the spoils won in battles did they dedicate to 
maintain the house of the Lord." 1 Ghbon. xxyI. 27. 

I LOVE to hear some pilgrim grey 

Describe the pathway trod, 
And point the landmarks in the way 

That leadeth on to God. 

To hear him tell the important hour, 
When soft, and sweet, and mild, 

God's sovereign mercy spake with power 
To him, God's favoured child. 

To hear him tell each changing frame, 

And feelings ever new; 
How often foes almost overcame. 

And how God brought him through. 

How oft temptation sought to allure, 

Disguised in various dress. 
And how his footsteps walked secure. 

Held by restraining grace. 

In tribulation's hour of pain. 

Bereavement, slander, care ; 
When unbelief strove hard to reign. 

And doubts begat despair ; 
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How Jesus in that trying day, 

With some soft- whispered word, 
Drove every doubt and fear away, 

His manifested Lord. 

And how, depending yet on Him, 

He jonmeys fearless on, 
Assured the dark dividing stream 

Will bear him to his throne. 

Though at the threshold lingering still, 

I scarcely seem to move ; 
I love the path to Zion's hill, 

And all its travellers love. 

Dear every circumstance to me 

Which former pilgrims found, 
And joyful every sign I see, 

Which marks the sacred ground. 

When in the experience of my days, 

I recognise them there. 
Each evidence awakens praise. 

And prompts afresh to prayer. 

Veterans of Christ ! who long have fought 

In many a dangerous field, 
Let all your battle-spoils be brought, 

Immanuel's house to build. 

Ere the white blossoms on your head 

In glory rise to flower. 
Tell of the pathway you were led. 

The thoughts of every hour. 

Leave, richest legacy ! behind. 

Your map of all the road. 
That others helped thereby may find 

Encouragement toward God. 

So shall young pilgrims blessings pray. 

So shall you help to build ; 
And in the day of Christ shall they 

Your crown of glory gild. 



I WOULD SEE JESUS ! 

Joss xiL 31. 

Fathks [ akt the place of pcsjer. 

Bends agakm Thy sappliant son. 
Lord ! Thoa know^st wh&t brings bim there. 

Perfect that Thoa hast begnn ! 
Thoa hast howed his stahbom will. 

Humbled former thooghts of pride. 
And be comes to Zion's hill, 

Tmsting in the C^rncified. 

Thoa who didst the bcmdage break, 

Thoa who dost the desert cheer. 
Friend that nerer did forsake, 

Befoge strong and always near ; 
Drawn by gratitude to Thee, 

Drawn by strongest cords of lore. 
Listen to my argent plea. 

And my argent prayer approTe ! 

Trials now restrain their rage, 

Calmer flow the billows now. 
And the storms that once did wage 

Cease to agitate my brow ; 
'Twas Thy power sustained therein. 

At Thy word they sank to rest. 
Messengers from earth to wean, 

Messengers in love to arrest. 

Lord ! their errand now fulfilled, 

Centred all my hopes in Thee, 
Chastened, humbled, reconciled, 

Manifest Thyself to me ! 
Like the publican I bow, 

Pleading mercy, feeling base. 
Sovereign grace Thou then didst shew, 

Lord ! again shew sovereign grace ! 
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Patient, long at wisdom's door, 

At the house where Jesus dwells. 
Where the saints their Lord adore, 

Where the Lord His message tells ; 
Burning with an ardent flame, 

I have prayed a word from Thee, 
For the glory of Thy name, 

my Lord, remember me ! 

In Thy temple not alone, 

1 have sought Thee everywhere ; 
Sought Thee at the mercy throne. 

Sought Thee on the knee of prayer ; 
Tet in vain, though still supplied, 

Still protected, guided, blest, 
Tell me, should I thus abide ? 

Must I thus contented rest ? 

Lord ! the promised vision grant ! 

Fain I would assurance crave ; 
To behold Thee, Lord, I want, 

Thou who diedst, my soul to save ! 
To behold, and hear Thee say, 

" I thy great salvation am ! 
Sinner ! cast thy fears away ; 

Thou art sheltered in the Lamb ! " 

Now my Lord ! Thou knowest my prayer, 

And should st Thou my prayer approve, 
Let me now Thy presence share. 

Fill me with the sense of love ! 
Promised Comforter ! descend ! 

Testify, as Thou knowest how ; 
Let me realize my Friend ! 

See by faith my Saviour now ! 
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« BEHOLD THE MAN ! " 
John zlz. 5. 

Behold the Man ! saitli Pilate now, 
And points to One whose bleeding brow 

A crown of thorns doth wear ; 
A robe of purple doth enfold ; 
His fastened hands a bnlrnsh hold ; 

My sonl !, 'tis Jesus there ! 

Behold the Man ! oh, hear their cry ! 
And Pilate bids them crucify 

The equal Son of God ; 
Dark Golgotha His cross receives, 
And in the company of thieves 

The Saviour sheds His blood. 

Behold the Man ! at death's last hour 
The thief repentant finds His power 

Omnipotent to save ; 
The heavenly mansions yield him room, 
He gains an everlasting home, 

Beyond the dreary grave. 

Behold the Man, 'Tis finished ! cries, 
While darkness robes the astonished skie^ 

And angels awed behold ; 
The Temple vail is rent in twain, 
And hoary patriarchs again 

Are clothed in human mould. 

Behold the Man ! He yields His breath, 
Now where's thy sting, thou boasting Death ! 

Art thou repulsed at last ? 
When Jesus' precious blood was shed, 
Captivity was captive led, 

And all thy victory past ! 
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Behold the Man ! the grave in vain 
Strives onr Immannel to retain, 

He breaks each futile band ; 
The watchers view the Savionr rise, 
And cleave the gladly yielding skies. 

To sit at God's right hand. 

Behold the Man ! ere long the Jews 
Shall see Him whom they now refuse. 

The Judge of all enthroned ; 
When earth's assembled throngs shall come. 
To hear from Him their final doom, 

The present Godhead owned. 



BEFORE PRAYER. 

To soar yon star-gemmed plains above, 

Fain would I send a prayer ; 
Oh, may it reach acceptably, 

A listening Godhead there ! 

Eternal Spirit ! dictate words 

Such as Thou wilt approve, 
And while they tell of worthlessness, 

Oh, let them whisper love ! 

Immanuel ! Mediator ! Lord ! 

Perfume the incense given ; 
Smile on the stammering utterance. 

And make it meet for heaven ! 

And tell me, promised Comforter ! 

My waiting spirit tell. 
That Jesus is my all in all. 

And with me all is well ! 

Well, for a Father's hand will guide. 

Provide, and guard me here 1 
Well, for when death's cold wave is passed, 

I shall in heaven appear ! 



240 TENDRILS. 

STANZAS. 
Lord, I believe ; help Thou mine unbelief I " Mask ix. 24. 

Lord ! Thou hast poured a sunshine ray, 

And warmed me into love ; 
Oh, let not yet Thy mercy stay, 

But send me from above : — 

But Thou canst tell the whole I need, 

My wants to Thee are known ; 
Thou wilt not break the bruised reed 

That bows before Thy throne. 

Thou, Lord, this breast, which once was dar 

Hath wakened into life ; 
Nor wilt Thou have the struggling bark 

To shipwreck 'mid the strife. 

What shall I say ? I would believe ! 

Lord, hear my earnest cry ! 
And bid this budding faith to live, 

To bloom on yonder sky ! 



THE FAREWELL GLANCE. 

When Israel left old Egypt's land, 
Freed from the galling yoke ; 

They paused upon the border strand 
To take one farewell look. 

Full many a thought the prospect woke, 
Deep thoughts of hope and gloom ; 

It pictured the taskmaster's stroke, 
And all the joys of home. 

They saw the long-expected shore. 
Towards which their footsteps haste ; 

And gladly leave, to know no more, 
The bitter bondage past. 
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Thus when the Christian gains the goal, 

The terminns of life, 
Where end the conflicts of his sonl 

And every mortal strife ; 

One retrospective glance he casts, 

Before he mounts on high ; 
And, shuddering, sees the dreary wastes 

He trod in days gone by. 

He marks the spots where troubles tried, 

And where deliverance cheered ; 
He sees each care, each woe beside, 

An Ebenezer reared. 

Filled with thanksgivings, now he pours 

One long glad note of love ; 
Then spreads his heavenly wings, and soars 

To tell it all above. 

" JESUS SAITH UNTO HER, MARY ! " 

John xx. 16. 

Mary ! 'tis thy Saviour speaks. 
He hath burst the gloomy grave ! 

Mary ! dry thy mournful cheeks, 
For the Saviour thee will save. 

Mary ! touch Me not ! not yet 

Have I soared the clouds above ; 
Mary ! Christ doth not forget, 

When His people shew their love. 

Mary ! all thy wealth was given 
For the precious ointment poured 

Mary ! soon in yon bright heaven. 
More than wealth will be restored. 

Mary ! for a time, farewell ! 

Till prepared is thine abode ; 
Mary ! with Me thou shalt dwell 

In the palaces of God ! 

R 
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THE mQUIRER. 
Mabe z. 17. 

" To gain eternal life, Lord, 
And all the blessings of Thy word, 
Freedom from peril, fire, and sword. 

What must my soul perform ? 
All Thy commandments I have kept 
From my youth upward ; I have wept 
O'er each day's sins before I slept, 

To shield me from the storm." 

This of our Lord, while here below 
He dwelt, a sinner sought to know, 
And always ready to bestow, 

Our Saviour turned to guide ; 
He loved to hear the inquiry made, 
How men might future wrath evade, 
When all things here below shall fade, 

When every hope has died. 

He turned this righteous one to see, 
And said : " To be from danger free, 
With God eternally to be. 

One thing must yet be done ; 
All thy possessions must be sold. 
Thy lands extensive, hoards untold. 
Sinners God only will behold 

Enriched in Christ His Son ! 

Then go, the Saviour said, to prove 

The riches of My boundless love ; 

From thy thronged bams thy goods remove. 

And on the poor bestow ; " 
Alas ! without a power Divine, 
The sinner's heart will not incline. 
Ambition, pleasure, all combine 

To chain his thoughts below. 

See, see the inquirer turns away. 
On these conditions loath to stay. 
In vain an everlasting day 
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Beams gloriously before him ; 
He cannot leave his earthly stores, 
Though an eternal tempest roars, 
And only waits death's opening doors. 

To rush in fury o*er him. 

Lord ! be not this my wretched case, 
Incline my heart to seek Thy face. 
And let me not despise Thy grace. 

Preferring wealth before Thee ; 
Whate'er temptations I may know 
What penury, aflfliction, woe, 
While sojourning, Lord, below. 

Oh, may I reign in glory ! 

May my tired soul from Jordan's shore 
To an eternal mansion soar. 
Sorrow and sin to feel no more, 

While years unnumbered roll ; 
My blest employ unceasing praise 
To God, the Author of my days. 
Who turned me from my sinful ways, 

And saved my ransomed soul ! 



AN EARLY GRAVE ! 

Give me the prospect of a long life's day, 

Clad in the purest sunshine, filled to the brim 
With gladness and with love ; still should I deem 
The exchange a bright one, taking all away. 

And giving in its place, an early grave ! 
Aye smile, and call it a vexed child's caprice, 
Which the next puff of fancied happiness 

Will bury 'neath oblivion's far-off wave ; 
You know me not ! though youth is on my brow, 
I've lived enough to estimate life well ; 
And the best wish that my petitions tell, 
At mom, at noon, and which is rising now, 
Breathes but for fitness to obtain yon home. 
And then to reach it by an early tomb ! 



m.i 



244 TENDRILS. 



CONTEMPLATION. 

I LOVE to gaze on yonder sky, 

And wish the moment come, 
When, soaring past its brilliancy. 

My sonl shall reach her home. 

Impatient at the rapturous view, 
This cage can scarce contain ; 

Faith sees the Pisgah prospect through, 
And longs to burst the chain. 

As beats the imprisoned sky-bird's breast. 
When verdant groves appear ; 

So pants this throbbing bosom's guest, 
When views of heaven are near. 

I hear Thy servants tell the way 

Thine elder children trod ; 
And 'tis by Jesus, if I may, 

That I would come to God. 

Pleading what He hath done to save, 
I would approach the throne ; 

Shall I alone salvation crave 
Through Him, and die undone ? 

I ponder o'er Thy word with hope. 
Then pondering glance within ; 

That cheers my drooping spirits up, 
This shews unconquered sin. 

Spirit ! Thine aid, on bended knee, 
My trembling lips would crave ; 

Let me a willing Saviour see. 
When I beseech, Lord ! save ! 

What raptures would that view supply ! 

Earth ! thou wouldst be forgot ; 
Thy joys and cares would both pass by. 

And I should heed them not. 
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Engaged with constant eye npraised. 
And soul prepared to soar ; 

Beadj when I am thither raised, 
My Saviour to adore. 



THE BEATITUDES. 

Hear the Saviour's just decree : — 
Those that poor in spirit be, 
Those that mourn with tearful cheek, 
Those that like their Lord are meek ; 

Those that thirst for Jesus' grace, 
That hunger after righteousness ; 
Those that merciful abound. 
Those that pure in heart are found ; 

Those that bring where tumult is 
The lovely olive-branch of peace ; 
Those that persecution know, 
Upon whose names doth slander flow ; 

These are blest ; to these are given 
The mansions and the joys of heaven ; 
And comfort such as seraphs know 
Shall stay the tear-drops when they flow. 

For them is verdant every plain, 
They shall not thirst for grace in vain ; 
With righteousness shall they be filled. 
And saved by mercy's powerful shield. 

These shall behold God face to face, 
His children these, His blood-bought race ; 
Though now in thorny paths they rove, 
Theirs will be rich rewards above. 

God, this favoured band among, 
Though scorned by earth's unthinking throDg, 
My ardent soul desires to be, 
Contemned by all, if loved by Thee. 
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CONTRASTS. 

Tell me not of the rich and great, 

The mighty of the land ; 
For fleeting is their best estate, 

And brief is their command ; 
But tell me of the pilgrims grey, 

The f reebom sons of God ; 
And tell me of the desert way 

To their Divine abode. 

Tell me not of the sunny lands 

Where flowers perennial grow ; 
Tell me not of the golden sands 

Where shining rivers flow ; 
But tell me of the sea of glass. 

And life's all-fragrant tree, 
The pearly gates, the walls of brass, 

The city of the free. 

Tell me not of the laurel wreath 

Fame garlands round her son. 
Proficient in the work of death, 

By numerous slaughters done ; 
But tell me of the crown of thorn, 

And the accursed wood 
Where men suspended, in their scorn, 

The incarnate Son of God. 

Tell me nought of the present world. 

Though fair and green it be ; 
Another Sovereign hath unfurled 

His banner over me ; 
He beckons upwards, onwards still, 

His willing subject I ; 
And, climbing difficulty's hill, 

My world is 'bove the sky ! 
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INDISCRIMIITATE TRIBULATIOK 

Written to accompany the verse in italics, the Hymn 
containing which was not then known, but which 

WAS AFTERWARDS FOUND TO BE BY J. MaSON. 

" Man is bom unto trouble, as the sparks fly upward." Job v. 7. 

The children of a parent born 

Beneath the curse of sin, 
Oar nature at life's earliest dawn 

Is withered and unclean. 

The dwellers in a blighted land, 

We must the blight partake ; 
With aching hearts on every hand. 

Our hearts must also ache. 

Life's buds and bloom, in early spring, 

Large promise may afford ; 
Advancing months the blight will bring. 

The worm is in the gourd. 

" Shall Simon hear the cross alone. 

And all the rest go free ? 
No ! there* s a cross for every one, 

And there^s a cross for thee ! *' 

Let not our prayers exemption ask, 

Nor seek its weight to shun ; 
The pnpil mnst fulfil his task. 

The journey must be run. 

Pray that the thorn that wounds the breast 

May teach the heart to sing ; 
Pray that life's rude, unwelcome guest. 

May lead us to the King. 

Pray that the cross, like Aaron's rod. 

Producing fruit and flowers, 
May open intercourse with God, 

And prove the Lord is ours. 



i 
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AGUE'S PRATER. 

Down the alluring stream of wealth 

I would not ask to glide, 
Lest gold should tempt my heart astraj. 

And fill my breast with pride. 

I would not seek to bind a wreath 

Of gems across my brow, 
Nor would I crave the pageantry 

Which earthly monarchs know ; 

Fearful my wayward heart should scorn 
The God who reigns above, 

And sinful say, Who is the Lord, 
That I the Lord should love ? 

Nor would I in the cheerless vale 

Of penury be found, 
Lest I should feel inclined to take 

From those whose stores abound. 

My peaceful path may I pursue 

Within the middle road, 
Alike reijioved from poverty, 

And towering wealth's abode! 

There, with contentment by my side, 

May I the Loi'd adore ; 
And while I praise Him for His gifts. 

Forbear to covet more! 

Waiting till that bright moment dawn. 
When death shall bid me rise 

Beyond the barren fields of earth 
To riches in the skies. 
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ON THE DEATH OF THE EEV. ME. G. 

Go, bird of paradise, and sing 
On the tree of life's green sprays, 

WhUe fluttering with untiring wing, 
Thy great Redeemer's praise. 

Bask in the beams nntellable 

Of dazzling joys above. 
In raptures inconceivable. 

In ecstasies of love. 

These were on earth thy constant theme. 

These are thy portion now. 
Raising hosannas to His name 

Who was thy All below. 

A rusb of bright remembrances 

Swift to my memory come, 
When I think upon thy glowing words. 

In picturing yonder home. 

And thou art gone ; tby tongue no more 

A Saviour's worth shall tell, 
Safe landed on the glory shore. 

Thou dost in glory dwell. 



ON THE DEATH OF A MINISTER. 

He hath passed from earth ! the hand of death, 
Intruded on his vital breath. 

And stayed the organs there ; 
Ere life had seen its noontide ray 
Wax fainter with declining ray. 

Ere evening shades were near. 

He hath passed from earth ! no more to know, 
The sorrows or the joys below, 

The tempest or the calm ; 
No more on life's uncertain stream, 
Inspired by hope's delusive beam, 

Or filled with vain alarm. 
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He hath passed from earth to the better land, 
He hath crossed the bleak, the border strand, 

And reached the heavenly gate ; 
Now golden streets resound his tread, 
While to Immantiel he is led, 

And to a throne of state. 

He hath passed from earth ! a valued gem, 
To sparkle in the diadem 

Which crowns salvation's Lord ; 
A mansion in the realms of bliss. 
The conqueror's palm-branch, now are his, 

And Christ's approving word. 

He hath passed from earth ! when davnis the day 
That God shall summon me away 

Beyond the cheerless grave. 
Death's gulf may I as joyful see, 
And sing as loud of victory, 

When plunging 'neath its wave 1 



THE DAY OF DEATH. 

My day of death ! oh, do not say 

It is a day of gloom ; 
A pilgrim in a land of care, 
A traveller sharing traveller's fare 
And burdened more than I can bear. 
Think ye, I grieve the time draws near 

That I shall reach my home ? 

My day of death ! It is the day 

I bid farewell to school ; 
The master often seemed severe. 
His lessons harder every year. 
His stern rebukes awakened fear. 
So that with many an angry tear 

I often spurned his rule. 
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My day of death ! the teaching done, 

The desert changed for heaven ; 
Moses no longer will affright, 
Sinai be fearful to my sight, 
But my credentials, clear and bright. 
Vacation time will then delight, 

And the reward be given ! 

My day of death ! It is the day 

When I shall come of age ; 
A minor on a foreign shore, 
My loved companions gone before, 
My blissful home I oft deplore. 
Anticipating more and more 

My finished pilgrimage. 

My day of death ! It is the day 

I enter on my estate ; 
I prize the earnest of it now ; 
It may be seen from Pisgah*s brow. 
Its crystal rivers as they flow, 
Its fields, where fadeless flowerets grow, 

And its admission gate. 

My day of death ! Delightful time ! 

It is my wedding day ; 
And would ye have it stained with tears, 
With apprehensions, doubts, and fears. 
Encircling all the coming years ? 
Go ! miserable comforters ! 

And take your glooms away ! 

My day of death ! whene'er I muse, 

Bright prospects I would crave ; 
Give me to see my Saviour's face. 
To feel I rest in His embrace, 
Arrayed in His own righteousness, 
And I shall die in perfect peace, 

And triumph o'er the grave ! 
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My day of death ! oli, let me live 

Of it forgetful never ; 
That when its sable stream rolls near, 
LaTmching thereon without a fear, 
I may behold heaven's gates appear, 
And see my Jesus beckoning near, 

To dwell with Him for ever. 



C( 



THE SANCTUARY. 

The Lord loveth the gates of Zion more than all the 
dwellings of Jacob." Ps. Ixxzyii. 2. 

The praises which like incense rise 

From Jacob's still abode, 
Ascend above the yielding skies, 

And reach the throne of God. 

He doth regard the voice of prayer, 

And will His children bless. 
And when they seek Him, even there. 

Will not withhold His grace. 

But where assembled peoples meet 

And large petitions raise, 
Where throngs besiege the mercy seat, 

And shout their Maker's praise ; 

Where every ordinance of God 

Believers glad fulfil, 
And tell their Saviour's praise abroad, 

Intent to do His will ; 

There is the place the Lord doth love, 

Where He is always seen ; 
He leaves the palaces above, 

To shew His face therein. 

There then my soul, with holy fear. 

Delight to meet thy God, 
And may thy frequent visits there 

Be blest by Zion's Lord ! 
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THE EAINBOW. 

The bow of promise gleams 

Across the tearful sky, 
And tells us, with its lip of beams, 

The storm will soon pass by. 

I love to view thy span, 

For thou art owned most fair ; 

And think the family of 'man 
Are drinking comfort therw, 

I love to read thy tale, 
And ponder on thy birth ; 

When ceased the deluge to prevail. 
And Noah peopled earth. 

I view in fancy's glass 

The patriarch bending low, 

And God with reconciled face 
Erecting yonder bow. 

I hear the words He told : — 

When storms are threatening high^ 

My covenant bow I will behold, 
And bid the tempest die. 

Then welcome noisy storm. 

Which brings the rainbow fair ; 

While here we view its lovely form. 
Our God beholds it there ! 

We look, remembering now. 
The sheltering promise given ; 

And God regards His message bow, 
And sends a smile from heaven. 

So in the storm and strife 

Which vex our pathway here, 

Across the wilderness of life, 
Lord ! be Thy rainbow near ! 
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Let Thy still voice be heard, 
Speaking, The storm will cease ; 

And whispering the assuring word. 
That we shall rest in peace : 

Shall rest in yonder sky, 

Where storms can never come ; 

Oh, I wonld straightway hear and die, 
And reach my heavenly home ! 



ASPIRATION. 

Often I long to soar away 
From this dark world of care, 

To reach where shines eternal day, 
And, gain admission there. 

Fatigued with all things fonnd below. 
Earth charms not now my mind ; 

Her joys come always robed in woe, 
And leave a tear behind. 

True happiness is seldom found 
Within her tainted sphere. 

The world is not congenial ground. 
It cannot flourish here. 

But I have heard there is a land, 

A land divinely fair, 
And I would join the little band 

Whose feet are travelling there. 

Along the world's enchanted road, 

A pilgrim I would rove. 
And all depending on my God, 

Direct my course above. 

And when I reach the appointed goal, 
Where I shall drop this clay, 

Oh, may my disembodied soul 
To Jesus fly away ! 
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"LET THERE BE LIGHT!'' 

Gen. i. 3. 

"When darkness spread ber gloomy reign, 
And chaos filled the wide domain, 
'Mid the confused eternal night, 
Jehovah said : Let there be light ! 

His word dispersed each sable cloud, 
And drove them to a far abode ; 
He poured the sun's effulgent ray, 
And murky chaos fled away. 

Then the new earth in verdant green 
With smiling habitants was seen ; 
Then for a time was general joy. 
And innocence the sole employ. 

But Lord, no more these exiles roam, 
My breast is now their dreary home ; 
There with a tyrant's hostile sway 
They bar the approach of opening day. 

Not less than God a world could speak ; 
Not less than God my chains can break ; 
Then still my prayers shall climb the skies. 
My tyrants tremble as they rise. 

Let there be light ! again command. 
Send freedom to the captived land ! 
Make my sad heart like Eden's grove. 
And whisper there the voice of love ! 

And still, when ransomed, be my Shield 
My bosom would not recreant yield ; 
But vain the bulwarks I prepare, 
If my Deliverer stay not there ! 
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THE LAND I LOVE BEST. 

The land I love best ! oh, it is not below, 
'Tis not where in spring richest blossomings blow ; 
'Tis not where the summer is blest with a dower 
Of all that is valued in field or in bower ; 
It is not where autumn bends down with her load. 
And wastes the rich treasures profusely bestowed ; 
Or where a bright sun forbids winter to chiU, 
Where all the year round there is fragrancy still ; 
Oh no, 'tis not there I would rest ! 

The land I love best ! 'tis away, far away, 
Beyond where the eagle pursues his lone way ; 
Beyond where the planets conceal from the morn. 
Beyond whence the sun cometh forward to dawn; 
Beyond the blue skies is the land I love best. 
The land where for ever my spirit would rest ; 
And cheered is my soul, when dark sorrows overwhelm. 
With a hope that ere long I shall see this bright realm, 
For 'tis there, it is there I would rest ! 

The land I love best ! it hath joys of its own. 
Pure joys to earth's most cherished region unknown ; 
Its children roam ever broad fields of delight. 
And always they dwell in Immanuel's sight ; 
Adversity there cannot mantle with gloom, 
There grief is all banished, and woe cannot come ; 
The presence of Jesus secures them in bliss. 
And showers down upon them contentment and peace. 
It is there, it is there I would rest ! 

The land I love best ! oh, I long to fly there. 
To leave this dark region of sorrow and care ; 
To burst the strong bands of this prison of clay. 
And bask in the bliss of eternity's day ; 
To walk the bright city where Christ is the song. 
And tread the gemmed streets with the seraphim throng ; 
And feel that this bliss shall continue for ever, 
That none from its joys my glad spirit can sever. 
It is there, it is there I would rest ! 
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The land I love best ! when, oh, when shall I come 
To the river that rolls between me and my home ? 
Support me, dear Saviour, within its dark wave, 
And help m e its chill and its tempests to brave ; 
And when I have gained its last shore, may I see. 
The gates of this city wide open for me ; 
And Jesus a) I kindly inviting me through, 
And angels a 1 round me to welcome me too, 
It is there, it is there I would rest ! 



AITTICIPATIONS. 

When yaars were few, and hope was green, 
Ere blight had breathed thereon, 

Amfcition painted many a scene 
Whose lustre now hath gone. 

Earth's casket then her stores displayed 
Of wealth, and joys, and fame ; 

Alas ! too soon I saw them fade. 
As fades a baseless dream. 

I numbered all her best delights. 

And found her treasures poor, 
Their bloom no sooner taste invites, 

Than, ah, they bloom no more. 

'Twas when for bliss in earth's dark sphere 

I found it vain to seek, 
I listening heard, my pathway near, 

Kind accents whispering speak : — 

Beyond those blue surrounding hills. 

Yon azare sky above, 
The happiness you seek for dwells, 

'Tis in the land of love. 

Thither my best desires are gone, 

I'm now a pilgrim here, 
Eager to leave earth's withering bourn, 

And in its bowers appear. 

s 
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THE HOUR I LOVE BEST. 

The hour I love best ! 'tis in summer's bright day, 
When joyfal the sky-bird exults on the spray ; 
When verdant the meadows are fragrant and green, 
And when the young buttercup jewels the scene ; 
When forest trees wear their best mantle of leaves, 
And when its gay treasures the garden receives ; 
When linger the zephyrs, oppressed with a dower 
Of richest perfume from the field and the flower. 
Oh, then is the hour I love best ! 

The hour I love best ! 'tis when evening is nigh. 
When the sun with the night strives for mastery ; 
When lightly dispelling each troublesome cloud. 
Which fain from the earth would its gorgeousness 

shroud. 
He proudly withdraws, with a smile, to the west, 
And seeks all-triumphant his mansion of rest, 
Illuming the hill-tops e'en when he is gone, 
A trophy to earth of the victory won. 
Oh, then is the hour I love best ! 

The hour I love best ! and 'tis then I would roam 
Afar in the greenwood, the nightingale's home ; 
The verdant alcove 'neath the wide-spreading tree. 
Oh, there is a solitude suited for me ! 
'Tis there, while I list to the vesper-bird's song, 
Away, far away from the world's cold throng, 
I can banish the sorrows that prey on my heart, 
I can bid for a season earth's troubles depart, 
Oh, then is the hour I love best ! 

The honr I love best ! aye, and bright is each thought 
Which upsprings in my bosom when earth is forgot ; 
They tell me, though drear be my pathway below. 
Though much tribulation may f nrrow my brow. 
Though high and tempestuous may roll the dark tide, 
All safely my bark o'er its billows shall ride ; 
They tell me when loudest it threatens to whelm. 
It will not, for Jesus still governs the helm, 
Oh, then is the hour I love best ! 
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The hour I love best ! and 'tis then I would raise 
To Q-od the most fervent hosannas of praise, 
All-grateful for mercies so frequent bestowed, 
To cheer and protect on life's perilous road ; 
'Tis then, when all round me is silent and lone, 
I would bend in heart- prayer before yonder white throne, 
That Jesus will still down life's current defend, 
And be my salvation when this life shall end. 
Oh, then is the hour I love best ! 



SALVATION ALWAYS BY FAITH. 

When, towering on Moriah's hill. 
The glittering temple stood ; 

Priests, incense, altars, offerings, lined 
The sole approach to God. 

How vain, their shadowy vista closed. 
The countless myriads slain ; 

The splendid pomp of sacrifice. 
And numerous forms, hoW vain ! 

Creation's Lord could never need 

A tribute of His own ; 
Nor love to see unconscious blood 

Sprinkling His mercy throne. 

But listening to the voice of types. 

All eloquent proclaim 
The wealth, the worth, the purity. 

Of Calvary's spotless Lamb. 

'Twas Him alone, whence incense rose. 
When hecatombs were killed. 

His mental vision cleared by faith. 
The enlightened Jew beheld. 

And thus, though at a costly shrine, 
And gorgeous domes beneath, 

With splendid pomp of sacrifice, 
Salvation was by faith ! 
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CHASTISEMENT. 

Child! whom a Father chastens, 

Repine not at the rod, 
For chastisement paternal 

Proves thee a child of God ; 
Hear what the Lord hath spoken : — 

I chasten whom I love, 
And aliens uncorrected 

Shall never dwell above. 

Child ! whom a Father chastens, 

The rod a message brings, 
A letter penned in mercy 

Is folded *neath its wings ; 
In posture of contrition 

The tarrying vision seek. 
The season is appointed, 

And it shall surely speak. 

Child ! whom a Father chastens, 

Endure the chastening given, 
'Twill wean thee from these lowlands, 

'Twill meeten thee for heaven ; 
Though tribulation's valley 

Be lone, and drear, and chill, 
It leadeth to the sunshine, 

The home upon the hill. 

Child ! whom a Father chastens, 

If thou couldst see His heart, 
Thou'dst know that, more than thou dost, 

Thy Father feels the smart ; 
With sympathetic pleadings 

Thy great High Priest is there, 
Dispensing strength sufl&cient, 

Presenting every prayer. 
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Child ! whom a Father chastens, 

Ere yet thou knew'st His love, 
He gave His Son to suffer, 

That thou might'st mercy prove ; 
He cannot harbour anger 

Towards those He bought so dear. 
And while thou'rt in the furnace. 

The Lord is with thee there. 

Child ! whom a Father chastens. 

The chastening can't be long ; 
The sorrow and the sadness 

Will soon give place to song ; 
The sweet, harmonious anthem. 

Whose echoes almost heard. 
Tell how the saints in glory 

Praise joyously the Lord. 

Child! whom a Father chastens. 

With aspirations high ; 
Contemplate in the desert 

Your palace in the sky ; 
A traveller and an exile. 

Expect but travellers' cheer ; 
Your heaven will seem the brighter 

For all the shadows here. 

Child ! whom a Father chastens, 

His children all shall find 
That every sable cloud has still 

A silver side behind ; 
That, when the cross hath done its work, 

The message pierced the gloom ; 
A Father's smiling face shall yield 

The antepast of home ! 
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A MISSIONABY HYMN. 

A VOICE is borne upon the breeze, 

Which sweeps across the main ; 
It comes from India's jewelled seas, 

From Cashmere's balmy plain ; 
A voice from Asia's numerous bands, 

Mahomet's turbaned slaves, 
A voice from those rude distant lands 

Which stud the southern waves. 

The dark-browed sons of AMc hear, 

A tear is on their cheeks ; 
And in the whirlwind rushing near, 

A voice from Greenland speaks ; 
America's extended bound 

Lifts her united tongue ; 
Australia echoes to the sound. 

And bears the notes along. 

Speaks the world's uplifted voice, 

Who will shew us any good ? 
Bid inquiring souls rejoice, 

Point them to the narrow road ; 
Tell them Zion's pathway yields 

Purest happiness below ; 
And at last her fragrant fields 

Lead where endless pleasures flow. 

Tell them bliss was never known 

Hovering round an idol's shrine ; 
Bid them leave their gods of stone, 

And worship One Divine ; 
Tell the freeman, tell the slave, 

Let the rude barbarian hear ; 
They have each a soul to save, 

Aud a jealous God to fear. 

Send across the billowy ocean. 
Send to regions unexplored ; 

Teach the language of devotion, 
Let our Jesus be adored ; 
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Let His praise from pole to pole 

Universally arise ; 
Seek to conquer every soul, 

And point them to the skies ! 



DIVINE ENERGY. 

We hear the wind's mysterious roar, 
We feel its strong resistless power ; 
We see the trees their homage pay, 
And, bending, point its conquering way ; 

Yet vainly do we turn our eye 
To view its chariot passing by ; 
Its presence and its power we feel, 
But sight is disappointed still. 

So is the Spirit, mighty God ! 

When Thou dost shed Thy power abroad ; 

No finite eye can see Thee pass, 

No tongue can name Thy resting-place. 

Yet may we tell when Thou art near ! 
'Tis Thou dost prompt the contrite tear ; 
Hearts proud as loftiest cedars bow, 
Like bruised reeds, where Thou art now. 

And well the soul Thy presence knows, 
Then deserts blossom as the rose ; 
And faith and hope long exiled, tell 
With confidence that all is well ! 

Sinner ! the day of grace is now ! 
Doth godly sorrow pale thy brow ? 
Say, canst thou breathe a real prayer ? 
Rejoice, the Spirit hath been there. 

Rejoice, for thou art born anew ! 
Rejoice, heaven holds a throne for you ! 
Rejoice, the Father smiles on thee, 
And Christ is thy Security ! 
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THE MILLENNIUM. 

Saviour ! some tell me Thou wilt leave yon sky, 
Wilt burst its azure robe, and hastening down. 
Circled with cherubs, in a glory car, 
Wilt speak a new Jerusalem on earth ! 
That then no more the curse of barrenness 
Shall blight its fruits ; that forest beasts not then 
Shall prowl ferocious 'mid the desert gloom, 
But mix with children in their sportive play ; 
That then, long exiled, innocence and bliss 
Again shall make an Eden of the world, 
Where, not at noontide only, will the King, 
The Lord Immanuel, walk and converse hold, 
Sweet converse with His Church, but constantly. 
Through the long round of a millennial year ! 

They tell all this, my Lord ! and glad desires. 
Fruitfully budding in my sanguine heart. 
Expand in ardent prayers : Lord ! quickly come ! . 
Oh, 'tis a glorious prospect ; may I live 
To hail my God descending ! and may I 
In the descending God behold a Friend ! 

Others there are, who cherish different hopes ; 
Less glowing, inharmonious some, and some 
So fenced with armour from Thy Scripture book, 
That nathless they compel me to their ranks ! 
These a millennium picture, very good. 
And bright, and blissful, but less radiant far ; 
'Tis as a summer's eve in twilight clad. 
Likened to noonday when the sun is there ! 
These tell me, Jesus will not visit earth. 
Till the dread hour of doom ; that He will send, 
And this will constitute millennium, 
A larger portion of the Spirit's power. 
Diffused so amply through earth's length and breadth, 
That like a running stream His praise shall flow 
From throngs unnumbered worshipping ; that peace, 
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Her sceptre wide extending, shall prepare 

A pathway and a home for joy and love ! 

Then shall the sword and every warlike shape, 

Assame new habits ; and forgotten then 

Shall be the soldier's name and glory too ! 

These call Isaiah's raptures, metaphor ! 

And sober down the thrilling transports breathed, 

When Israel's other prophets woke the lyre, 

To splendid imagery prefiguring nought, 

Or, if prefiguring, what had come to pass 

In some forgotten period long gone by. 

Lord ! let me not presumptuously decide. 
But in humility my path pursue. 
Most anxious to attain the knowledge excellent ; 
That, reign my Lord on earth a sovereign King, 
Or, come He only as earth's destined Judge, 
I may the Sovereign's mercy-sceptre tough, 
Or hear the Judge pronounce these cheering words : 
" Enter yon portals to eternal rest ! " 



ZION'S MARINER. 

** They . . . that do business in great waters ; these 
see the works of the Lord, and His wonders in the deep." 

Ps. cvii. 23, 24. 

Hear yon pale-faced man of care. 
Thou who dost in trouble rove : — 

I did tribulation share. 

But I found it was in love. 

LoDg my bark on sorrow's sea 

Faced the billow in its rage ; 
And the furious storm on me 

Did its bitterest anger wage. 

Heavy clouds above my head, 
Made the sable wave more drear ; 

And no sunbeam kindly shed. 
Strove the dismal gloom to cheer. 
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Distant on a snnlit stream, 

All my youth's companions sailed ; 

Nothing seemed to trouble them. 
There no furious storm prevailed. 

Loud for help across the wave, 
Called I, with beseeching voice ; 

But the mocking tempest gave 
Only echo of their joys. 

Then, when hope lay down to die. 
When despair exulting grinned ; 

I beheld One standing by, 

Who hath proved indeed a Friend. 

He assumed the shivering helm, 
Bade the noisy tempest stay ; 

And I saw the billowy realm 
Peaceful as a summer's day. 

Then the Saviour God I knew, 
Bent was then the obdurate knee ; 

Then I prayed for mercy too, 
Mercy for eternity. 

Thankful for deliverance then. 
Thanked I for the affliction too 

'Twas the hour of sorrow when 
First I my Dehverer knew. 

Long I urged, and urge it still. 
And I trust my God will hear ; 

Give submission to Thy will, 
Give me penitential fear ! 

Give me, while my life-day live ? 

All Thy sheltering hand bestows ; 
And if this my Saviour give. 

He will, when life's day shall close, 

Give an entrance to the place 

Where I with my Lord shall dwell ; 

Oh, when I behold His face. 
What glad praises shall I tell ! 
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AN EBENEZER. 
" Hitherto hath the Lord helped us." 1 Sam. vii. 12. 

Hitherto, in every care, 
When no other friend was there. 
When with feeble hand we braved. 
Hitherto the Lord hath saved ! 

When the windy storm was lond. 
When the red flash tore the cloud, 
When the tempest thundered high. 
Hitherto the Lord was nigh ! 

Therefore our remembrance stone 
Praise ascribes to God alone, 
Therefore fearless do we view 
Future storms and sunshine too. 

God, who saved in bygone cares, 
Still regards our feeble prayers ; 
God, who spake the storm to calm, 
Will protect us still from harm. 

And our God in sunshine days 
Will secure His children's praise ; 
Faith and memory picturing still 
God who saved from every ill ! 



STANZAS. 

Thou wilt shew me the path of life." Ps. xvi. 11. 

May I apply this promise. Lord ! 

And take it as my own. 
That Thou in diflBculty*s hour 

Wilt make my pathway known ! 

Wilt shew to my bewildered soul. 

When several roads are seen. 
The way where Thou wouldst have me walk. 

And turn my feet therein ! 
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My Lord ! I feel if cared for thus, 

I am indeed a child ; 
How yearns my heart to know my Grod, 

A Father reconciled ! 

Then should my life-path pleasant be, 
Or be enwrapped in gloom, 

Oh, I should reckless pass it by. 
And only think of home. 

Home, where a loving Saviour waits 

To give a lasting bliss ; 
Home, where His ever-present smile 

Perpetuates happiness. 



*'WHAT DOEST THOU HEEE, ELIJAH?" 

1 Kings xix. 13. 

What dost thou here, Elijah ? 

Like exile or like thief. 
Concealing in the desert. 

In the cloak of unbelief ? 
Art thou the valiant prophet 

Who Jezebel defied ; 
The witness for Jehovah 

In Baal's hour of pride ? 

What dost thou here, Elijah ? 

Hast thou so soon forgot 
The wonders on Mount Carmel, 

When Baal listened not ? 
Full bravely didst thou bear thee then. 

Acknowledging the Lord ; 
And faithfully He answered thee, 

Fulfilling all thy word. 

What dost thou here, Elijah ? 

Hath faith so soon decayed, 
And the threatening of a woman 

Made thee tremble and afraid ? 
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Think'st thon the Hope of Israel 

Hath ceased to recollect ; 
Or that His arm is weakened, 

He cannot now protect ? 

What dost thou here, Elijah ? 

Elijah here was taught. 
That faith is like the vine-branch. 

Which always needs support ; 
That the same faith that death defies, 

Sustained by power Divine, 
If Grod withdraw that sovereign aid, 

Will languish and decline. 

What dost thou here, Elijah ? — 

Before the prophet's view 
A mystic panorama 

Shall strengthen and subdue ; 
A table in the wilderness 

Shall yield celestial food ; 
And Jehovah be his Teacher 

In the barren solitude. 

Almighty ! never valiant 

Like Eliiah on the hill, 
I imitate the prophet, 

And doubt Thy goodness still ; 
To the desert of despondence 

My foot is ever prone ; 
And in language of repining 

I address Thy mercy throne ! 

Almighty ! who, forgiving, 

Didst Thy truant prophet meet, 
Allure me in the desert, 

And melt me at Thy feet ; 
Speak words of consolation, 

Doubts, fears, and foes dispel ; 
Say, Thou art my salvation, 

And with me all is well ! 
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ON! CHRISTIANS, ON! 

On ! Christians, on ! the trumpet sounds, 
The insulting foe is hastening nigh, 

Bethink thee of a Saviour's wounds, 
And sound the victory anthem high. 

On ! Christians, on ! upraise the sword. 
The useless scabbard throw aside ; 

Ye must be conquerors through your Lord, 
Ye must be victors, Jesus died ! 

On ! Christians, on ! let Calvary's brow 

Be ever present to your sight. 
Think of your purchased mansion now. 

Your dwelling in the land of light ! 

On ! Christians, on ! though lions roar. 
The lions with their chains are bound ; 

On, till you reach the glory shore. 
The banks of the celestial ground. 

On ! Christians, on ! the cares which seem 
Now heavy as a mountain's weight. 

Will then be a forgotten dream, 
A vanished vision of the night. 

On ! Christians, on ! your Saviour waits 
To welcome His redeemed with smiles. 

And angels watch the pearly gates. 
To admit you after all your toils. 

On ! Christians, on ! the throne is there, 
The crown is ready for you given, 

The palm-branch and the garment fair. 
And all the happiness of heaven. 

On ! Christians, on ! the seraph throng 
Are ever singing Him you love, 

Go I swell the rapture of their song. 
Increase the minstrelsy above ! 
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ON THE DEATH OF A DEARLY BELOVED 

MOTHER. 

She came to the verge of the border flood, 

But dark and drear was the river, 
And when her petitions ascended to God, 

No arm seemed nigh to deliver ; 
A shelterless future seemed spread to her eye. 

The accuser alone seemed near her, 
The fearful array of the judgment day, 

And no Intercessor to hear her. 

Her children stood round her dying bed, 

The tear-drops of grief restraining, 
Intently watching each word she said. 

And her aching brow sustaining ; 
To lose a mother, so loved, so dear. 

Seemed every joy obscuring, 
But to see her depart with a sorrowing heart 

Was a woe beyond enduring. 

And he, her companion in woe and in weal, 

United in grief and in gladness, 
Plucked leaves from the Tree that was planted to heal, 

Concealing his bosom's sadness ; 
Oh, precious the promise the Scriptures record. 

To soothe in such seasons of sighing, 
An encouraging word with a, Thus saith the Lord, 

And the Comforter sweetly applying. 

But, hush, a soft slumber hath sealed up her eye, 

The throb and the anguish suspending. 
Oh, who shall declare what was then passing by, 

What visions of glory descending ! 
No dark apprehension when wakening again, 

No terrors the future surrounded, 
But with sparkling eye and ecstatic cry, 

Her victory song she sounded : — 
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" I thought," she exclaimed, "in the shadowy vale_ 

My Saviour's aid obtaining, ^ 

Though feeble, I should in the conflict prevail, 

And now He comes sustaining ; 
Subsided now hath every fear, 

The darkness all hath vanished. 
And the accuser now, with his shameless brow. 

By Immanuel's smile is banished." 

" Bold shall I stand in that great day ; " 

She said (the hymn reciting), 
*' I'm ready now to launch away, 

I see my Lord inviting ; 
Yonder He sits on His glorious throne. 

And soon shall I bow before Him ; 
Soon join the song of the angel throng, 

And with golden harp adore Him." 



We part, but the dew of thy memory brings 

A softness, a sweetness, a pleasure. 
And though grief o'er my spirit its influence flings, 

I cannot lament without measure ; 
I weep, but my eye, though enveloped in tears. 

Beholds the inheritance given ; 
And, looking by faith through the darkness of death 

I trust to rejoin thee in heaven ! 



ON THE DEATH OF MY FIRST CHILD. 

[Four Months after her Grandmamma.] 

So soon, my child ! when I left the earth 

Thy life had but just begun ; 
I stayed but to witness thy joyous birth. 

Child of my eldest son ! 
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So soon, my child ! I had thought the bark 

Of the blue-eyed babe I knew, 
'Midst various changes, bright and dark, 

Would a lengthened voyage pass through. 

A lovely bud in thy parents' bower, 

Beguiling many a care, 
In childhood's home a fragrant flower, 

Diffusing pleasure there. 

And all life's different stages through, 

Wife, mother, matron staid ; 
I pictured every scene for you. 

For you all blessings prayed. 

But all is well, yon world contains ; 

No joys to wake a sigh, 
'Tis only redolent of pains, 

'Tis only bliss to die. 

Tune your glad harp, young spirit ! now, 

Immanuel's praise the theme, 
Who died to give thine infant brow 

Its radiant diadem. 

Nor thee alone ; God's sovereign grace 

Sought me and brought me here. 
Oh, He shall have my ceaseless praise. 

The Lamb for ever dear ! 

And while we raise the anthem high, 

On some soft cloud reclined. 
We'll watch, with love's observant eye, 

The dear ones left behind. 

And near the battlements of heaven. 

We'll oft together wait, 
That ours be the first welcome given 

As each pass through the gate. 
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THE MOTHER'S SONG.. 

A YOUNG mother sang to her beautiful boy, 
With eyes full of rapture, and words full of joy ; 
And the babe, though as yet his brief life-day alone 
The sunshine of scarce half a summer had known, 
Returned the bright glance of his mother's glad eye. 
And uttered soft sounds which love owned in reply ; 
And I thought, 'mongst its scenes of privation and ill. 
The world has some pictures of innocence still. 

Shall I tell what the young mother saug to her child ? 
For I all the time looked on, and listened, and smiled ; 
Her song was in language the wise ones would scorn. 
In half-expressed accents of ecstasies bom ; 
'Twas mingled with kisses, full, frequent, and fond, 
And ardent caresses expression beyond; 
While sometimes, amidst the loud raptures they share, 
A tear would intrude, which had no busiaess there. 

** Oh do I not love thee, my beautiful boy ! 
My own one ! my fond one ! my jewel ! my joy ! 
Thy beautiful cheek, with its velvet and bloom. 
Is sweeter to me than the sweetest perfume ; 
The beautiful blue of thy beautiful eye 
Is bright as the blue of the midsummer sky; 
And when it turns towards me with language of love, 
It melts and attracts like the glance of a dove. 

" I love thee, my darling ! when close at my breast 
Thou art cherished and nourished with food and with 

rest; 
I love thee when springing yet higher and higher. 
Thou seem'st from the curb of my arms to aspire ; 
I love thee when calm on my lap thou dost lie, 
I love thee when learning for what thou dost cry ; 
I love thee and watch thee when curtained asleep. 
And gaze till I smile, and smile till I weep. 



" 'Tib then, when in Btillneas I watch thy repose. 
The scenes of the fntnire hefore me unclose ; 
'Tis then, when I maee on the dangers and care, 
The sable inheritance all of na share ; 
When I think of the snares that shall crafty be set 
In obildhood and youth to entangle thy feet ; 
And the sterner temptations that manhood enthral, 
I tremble and fear lest my darling shonld fall. 

" 'Tis then, my own weakness and feebleness known, 
I plead the Lord's promise before the Lord's throne; 
Then earnest I pray that the child He has given, 
He'U bless, and He'll teach me to nurture for heaven ; 
Impcirtnnat* then I pray that my boy, 
His father's delight, and his fond mother's joy, 
May know the best pleasures the world can afford. 
And himself nurture children to worship the Jjord. 
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